(a bar^cun at 
+u'ce -H»e prite) 

FALL 2010 













BUY & SELL » NEW & USED ” RECORDS, CDs, DVDs, TURNTABLES & ACCESSORIES 
193 RIDEAU ST., OTTAWA, ON, KIN 5X8 • (613)241-1011 "www.vertigorecords.cD 


OTTAWA'S BEST SELECTION OF NEW AND USED VINYL 




HOW TO HOLLER AT US: 

Nerd mail: jensen_ben@hotmail.com 

Real mail: PO Box 87002 Ottawa, ON, 
K2P1X0 

Come hang out with us on the 
internet over here: 

http://www.standardissuemag.com 


STANDARD ISSUE is based outta Ot¬ 
tawa, Canada. It comes out every three 
months (give or take). We print about 
two-thousand copies per issue. Go 
ahead and submit content to us if you 
want, but it’ll only get printed if you’re 
really fuckin talented (ie: you can spell 
swear words properly or draw barf real 
good). If you send us a letter, that means 
you’re cool with it being published. 
Don’t be an asshole and copy anything 
in this zine in whole or in part without 
our permission. If anything in here 
upsets you, don’t sue us. We don’t have 
anything you’d want anyway. 


WELCOME TO THE ELEVENTH ISSUE OF STANDARD ISSUE TRAINWRECK-OF-A-MAGAZINE! !! I got nothing clever or STANDARD ISSUE FIRE-BREATHING 

exciting to say, so here’s some photos by Dave Forcier of something clever and exciting that went down here in Ottawa- HIPPY-KILLING CHILD-HATING 
Gatineau: the Punx Picnic featuring GERM ATTAK and PREGNANCY SCARES! I’m not gonna tell you more for heat score TRAINWRECK-OF-A-MAG AZINE #11 
reasons, but there’s already been another one featuring the Massachusetts crasher-crust* band LOTUS FUCKER! Keep your WAS MADE BY THIS BUNCH OF 
ears peeled and your eyes to the ground for the next one! SCUZZES: 


Drawings and comix by: Curtis 
“Splatter” Delaney, Ben Jensen, 
Mike Laderoute, Carruthers Squire 
McLaughlin 


Photos by: Andrew Carver, Sarah 
Cordingly, Dave Forcier, Mike Lader¬ 
oute, Musqwaunquot “Musky” Rice 


Front cover by: Ben Jensen (Sex 
Church photo by Sarah Cordingly) 


Page 3 photos by: Dave Forcier 


Layout by: Adam Begin, Adam Jensen 


Patron saint: Keith Moreland 


Writing by: Steve Adamyk, Curtis 
Delaney, Morgan Donor, Sarah Ford, 
Ben Jensen, Mike Laderoute, Ian Man- 
hire, Carruthers Squire McLaughlin, 
Kyle Pellet, Craig Proulx, Musqwaun¬ 
quot “Musky” Rice, Pierre Richardson, 
Emmanuel Sayer, Dave Secretary, Dave 
Williams 


Also, this issue’s awesome! You’re welcome! 

*Nah, I don’t really know what that means, either. -Ben Jensen 


StandardiSsueMag.com | Page Three 






A couple years back, the Toronto 
Star phoned my dad asking if he would 
like a “to-the-door” subscription to 
the paper at a special discounted price. 
He politely declined, but as telephone 
salespeople are, the man on the other 
end was quite insistent that my dad 
take up the offer. Dad explained that 
he lived on the rez and as such, the To¬ 
ronto Star does not deliver to his door. 
After more urging, my dad got fed up 
and asked to speak to a manager (ol’ 
Johnny was still too polite to hang up 
on the guy). When the manager him¬ 
self went on to push the subscription 
offer, my dad lost his cool and said, “I 
tried this before but the Toronto Star 
doesn’t deliver to my door because I 
live on a reserve. Do you even know 
what an Indian reserve is?” The man¬ 
ager replied, “no sir, I don’t,” and my 
dad said, “IT’S A PLACE WHERE THE 
FUCKIN’ WHITE PEOPLE PUT ALL US 
GODDAMN INDIANS SO WE DON’T 
BOTHER THEM ANYMORE!” Exasper¬ 
ated, the poor chap exclaimed, “but sir! 
I’m black!” 

I’m from the rez. I won’t tell you 
which one because fuck you; I don’t 
want you to know that much about me. 
When folks who haven’t really been ex¬ 
posed to First Nations life/culture/real¬ 
ity find that out, reactions range from, 
“oh wow, teach me your mystic ways!” 
(see: the noble savage stereotype) to 
“man, that really sucks” (see: watches 
too much TV) to “it’s not fair that you 
people get so much money/tax breaks” 
(see: misinformed racist asshole). 

I’m Anishinaabe. Ojibwe, specifi¬ 
cally, but we use Anishinaabe to define 
ourselves. I’m also an Indian in the 
eyes of the government (specifically 
a Status Indian by way of a specific 
treaty and to explain further I’d need 


a chalkboard and your undivided at¬ 
tention for about three days straight 
and even then we’d probably just end 
up drawing awesome pictures then go 
party or something). A lot of us use the 
term 'Indian’ too and you can read up 
on cultural reappropriation of dispar¬ 
aging/inaccurate terms on your own, 
you fag (my one gay friend said it’s 
cool for me to say that so that makes it 
okay). I’m also Aboriginal by definition 
and to get into that, I’d have to pull out 
the chalkboard again. But they don’t 
teach you this shit in school so drop me 
a line if you want more info. 

Anyway, yeah, I’m from the rez. It’s 
a beautiful place where my heart and a 
lot of my family reside. It’s also “A PLACE 
WHERE THE FUCKIN’ WHITE PEOPLE 
PUT ALL US GODDAMN INDIANS SO WE 
DON’T BOTHER THEM ANYMORE!” I 
currently live in Ottawa and am totally 
stoked that we don’t need passes from 
the Indian Agent to leave the reserve 
anymore because those dudes were to¬ 
tal assholes and did all kinds of shit like 
change our names, take our children 
from our families, and illegally sign our 
lands away to their friends and business 
interests. They also did other shit but I 
want to keep STANDARD ISSUE #11 a 
RAPE and MURDER free zone, ya dig? 
Well maybe some comics up in here will 
commit some sweet eye rape and the re¬ 
views are sure to murder your tits with 
awesome music. 

I can’t really explain what REZ LYFE 
is like because every one is different; 
from tiny, remote plots of land in the 
sticks where you don’t have jobs or 
clean drinking water because the gov¬ 
ernment displaced your people and 
robbed you of your language, culture 
and livelihood, to big-ass towns with 
thousands of people and rad shit like 


go-kart tracks. I’ve actually never seen 
a rez with a go-kart track but I’m sure 
one of those big Haudenosaunee re¬ 
serves has one. They love racing. Espe¬ 
cially against border patrols. Oops, did 
I say that? It’s cool; I’m sure the one 
Mohawk dude who reads this will get 
a kick out of it. If not, fuck 'im. Baby 
killer. Just kidding! Us Ojibs and Mo¬ 
hawks have a long history. 

Here’s a report on contemporary mu¬ 
sic in Indian Country: the old folks dig 
classic country (Hank, Cash, etc.), the 
not-so-old folks are into country, rock 
(side note: my uncle’s got every fucking 
SUPERTRAMP release in existence), and 
blues. People my age listen to all these, 
plus hip-hop and a few of us are into 
metal. We’ve also got our traditional 
and pow-wow music, of course. A lot of 
non-Native people can’t really get into it 
though. Too savage for 'em, I guess. 

A FEW ARTISTS TO CHECK OUT: 

Blues - BILLY JOE GREEN, 

JASON BURNSTICK 
Hip Hop - WAB KINEW 
Rock/Roots/Alt - DIGGING ROOTS 
Comedy - Ryan McMahon, 
the legendary Charlie Hill 
Pow-Wow - Can’t go wrong with 
WHITEFISH BAY SINGERS 
Metal - BIIPIIGWAN 

Yeah, that last one is my band. This 
IS Standard Issue,you know, so I’m tak¬ 
ing the opportunity to self-promote. I 
feel kind of dirty. But good. Like wear¬ 
ing and sleeping in the same clothes all 
weekend and by the time Sunday rolls 
around you feel fresh and clean as you 
did when you got dressed on Thursday 
night, as if the filth and stink either got 
sick of you and left or decided that it’s 
there to stay and got organized, formed 


a union and worked together to make 
you somewhat presentable. 

Anyway, I think me and our bassist 
are the only Nish people I know who 
are into sludgy doom grindy metal. 
Most red metalheads dig the classics 
like SLAYER (I’ve seen Nish folks at 
every SLAYER show I’ve been to) and 
the real METALLICA but unfortunately 
a lot of younger metal kids these days 
like the boring predictable metal like 
GODSMACK and their ilk, or god for¬ 
bid, metalcore or whatever you call 
the genre where the kids wear pants 
so tight you can tell if they’re circum¬ 
cised and shirts with giant fluorescent 
prints, and the songs are just constant 
chug-chug breakdowns. Ugh. Hey did 
I just talk about looking at kids’ dicks? 
Jesus. Anyway, with luck these kids get 
into better shit later on. Side note: if 
you’re over 16 and listen to metalcore, 
you totally suck. Well, except if you’re 
my friend. Then you only kind of suck. 
My band played a metalcore show once 
and it was horrendous but the three 
kids who were into us totally ruled and 
it was our highest paying gig to date 
(that’s a lot of allowance money). Wait, 
I think we’ve actually only had two 
paying shows. 

Well I’m already off topic and prob¬ 
ably way over the word limit for this 
article. Maybe I can write again some 
time and maybe STANDARD ISSUE can 
go fuckin’ MICROFICHE and I’ll have 
room for my history lessons. If any 
neocolonialist fucks out there want to 
go toe-to-toe on some historical and/or 
contemporary issues, or if you cool peo¬ 
ple want to know more about shit, just 
drop me a line at mskwaan@gmail.com 









SECRET POLICE' 



Interview by Ben Jensen. 

SECRET POLICE is a brand-spankin’-new fast-and-pissed hardcore band outta New Brunswick, New Jersey. They’re 
another one of those new-style '80s hardcore-type bands — if you’re into rad shit like SOCIAL CIRCKLE and DOU¬ 
BLE NEGATIVE, you’ll probably wanna check these guys out. 

All they’ve released so far is a killer five-song demo tape. They’re so new, I don’t even have a photo of them for this 
interview. So why’m I running an interview with a band that hasn’t paid any dues? Cuz it was formed by three 
of the dudes from KILLIN’ IT, that’s why. And that band was awesome. And so’s this one. Any more questions, 
ya smug lil shit? 

I was hoping to interview these guys in person at FINISH WHAT YOU STARTED FEST here in Ottawa, but they 
got turned away at the border, so Ryan was kind enough to take a break from driving a band from Germany 
around on tour to answer some questions I sent him via nerd-mail. 


Who’s who and who 
plays what in SECRET POLICE? 

I’m Ryan and I play guitar. I also sang 
on the demo but now we have our 
friend Kevin singing instead. I just 
can’t do both at once, I’m not talented 
enough. Then there’s Madden playing 
bass and Sal on drums. 

Which of you guys were in KILLIN’ 
IT? What brought about the end of 
KILLIN’ IT and the beginning of SE¬ 
CRET POLICE? 

All of us were in KI except Kevin. I’m 
not quite sure what brought about [the 
end of] KI, I think I was just getting 
disinterested and it was very hard for 
us to coordinate a tour schedule that 
worked for everyone, so we decided to 
call it quits. 

How is SECRET POLICE different 
from KILLIN’ IT in terms of sound, 
band dynamics, whatever...? 

This band is much more 'punk’ I would 
have to say. You’ll notice I ripped off a 
lot of Canadian and Scandinavian punk 
bands. Yeah, that’s right, I 


wrote every single song 
there is.Maybe I am that 
talented after all. Oh, Sal 
made the intro to 'Meet 
The Press’ which he 
ripped off of Negative 
Approach. The lyr¬ 
ics to this band are 
much more serious 
and more political I 
t think. I didn’t write 
\ them intending to 
change the world, 
just to vent my own ideas. 
If you’re into it, cool. If you think it’s 
all bullshit, you’re probably right, and 
that’s fine with me too. 

If one of your mom’s friends asks you 
what kinda music your band plays, 
how do you answer? 

'Rock and roll’. This is also the answer 
we give to every border patrol guard, 
any cop that pulls us over, etc... 

I read that when you were coming 
up with a name for KILLIN’ IT, you 
had some pretty awesome runners- 
up like PARTY FOREVER and DUDES 
HANGING OUT. Any awesome also- 
rans when you came up with SECRET 
POLICE’S name? 

Other names we were considering were 
Hard Drugs, Single Ladies, Meth Lads... 
those were basically all my ideas when 
I was high but they weren’t serious. We 
were actually called Art Students at first 
though. We changed it shortly before 
our first show. 



CT POLICE 


You guys skateboard, right? What 
came first for you guys, skateboard¬ 
ing or punk rock? How’d you guys 
get into that stuff? 

I skateboarded until a year or two ago. 
If I ride a skateboard now it’s more of 
a means of transportation rather than 
a fun activity. I’m 23, I’m practically a 
grown-up. Madden doesn’t skateboard, 
he’s too fat, he would break the board. Sal 
can’t skateboard, he only has one lung, it 
takes too much out of him. Kevin skates 
sometimes I guess but overall I’d have to 
say none of us are what you would call 
skaters. Skateboarding came slightly be¬ 
fore punk for me when I was 12. 

. “you’ll notice 
I ripped off a lot 
of Canadian and 
Scandinavian 
punk bands. 
Yeah, that's 
right, I wrote 
every single 
song there is.” 

I was hoping to interview you guys 
in person here in Ottawa at FINISH 
WHAT YOU STARTED FEST, but you 
guys and HEADED FOR DISASTER 
both got denied entry at the Cana¬ 
dian border. What happened? 

Well, here’s what happened. I was 
driving Headed For Disaster on their 
entire tour, so the rest of 
SP was supposed to get a 
ride with our friend Alec 
up to Ottawa to meet up 
for the show there and 
in Montreal. We have 
the paperwork to enter 


Canada without work permits but one 
of the provisions says you can’t play at 
a place that sells alcohol or food. Since 
I am trying to move to Montreal soon, 
I don’t want to go into too much de¬ 
tail, but let’s just say we had a plan to 
circumvent this but the border guard 
didn’t believe our story. She accused 
me of lying but couldn’t prove it and 
even after calling Jeff [AKA: Ska Jeff, 
the guy who put on the show — Ed.] 
and confirming what I had told her, 
she still told me that she didn’t be¬ 
lieve Jeff either and that if we did try 
to get in at another border and attend 
the show we would all be banned from 
Canada for a year. 

Any future plans for SECRET 
POLICE? 

We’re trying to find someone foolish 
enough to press our first 7 inch right 
now. It will be awesome, I promise you 
that. Then we’ll do a short tour. Around 
May we should go on a legit tour down 
to Mexico and back. Our friend Chuche 
down there set up two Mexican tours 
for KI but we had to cancel both (the first 
because our van broke down right before 
we were supposed to enter and the sec¬ 
ond because we broke up before it). 

Anything else you wanna say? 

I have a van now and am in the busi¬ 
ness of driving bands on tour. Tell your 
friends. We can’t play so often but please 
ask us, don’t be offended if we can’t. We 
really do wanna play EVERYWHERE and 
it will happen in due time. 

SECRETPOLICEHC.BLOGSPOT.COM 
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SOME CRAZY SHIT THAT’S BEEN IN THE NEWS LATELY. 

Illustrated by Curtis Delaney. 


DISABLED AUSTRIAN EATEN TO DEATH 
BY MAGGOTS 

VIENNA - A paralyzed Austrian man was eaten 
to death by maggots in his bed while his partner 
slept beside him, police said Wednesday. 

The 61-year-old retiree died in an ambulance 
on his way to hospital in Vienna on Tuesday with 
the maggots having partly devoured his back. 

Paramedics notified police after discovering the 
shocking state of hygiene in the man’s home, and 
his 34-year-old partner was questioned over his 
condition. 

“The man had not wanted to be washed for a 
long time,” a police spokesman said. 

According to police, the couple had been to¬ 
gether for around a decade, and the victim’s part¬ 
ner had slept in the same bed right up until his 
death. 

The dead man had been paralyzed for several 
years following a stroke. 



OLDEST WOMAN IN TOKYO MISSING 

Japanese authorities admitted yesterday they’d 
lost track of a 113-year-old woman listed as 
Tokyo’s oldest, days after police searched the 
home of the city’s official oldest man — only to 
find his long-dead, mummified body. 

Officials launched a search this week for Fusa 
Furuya, born in July 1897 and listed as Tokyo’s 
oldest citizen. 

Several other celebrated centenarians are 
also unaccounted for due to poor record-keep¬ 
ing and follow-up. 

THE ASSOCIATED PRESS 

TOE-EATING DOG A LIFESAVER 

ROCKFORD, MICHIGAN - A U.S. man says he’s 
grateful his dog ate most of his toe while he 
was passed out drunk because the dog’s action 
helped the man uncover an undiagnosed dia¬ 
betic condition and led to treatment that could 
save his life. 

THE ASSOCIATED PRESS 
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RELIGIOUS WRESTLING 
FEDERATION,' 

By Curtis Delaney and Emmanuel Sayer. 

In the late '90s, an eccentric billionaire created the RWF to help him in his quest to find the BEST religion. Repre¬ 
sentatives of different religions and religious sects came together to battle it out week after week to find out who 
followed THE path to salvation. It ended in a lot of bloodshed and no definitive answers. 




Hasidic Hacksaw 

6V / 333 lbs 


Lex Lutheran 

5’8” / 206 lbs 


Strength: JEW Jitsu 

Weakness: Anything non-kosher 

Fun Fact: Once circumcised an opponent with 
his teeth. 




MusliManiac 

5’5” /103 lbs 


Strength: Can submit stupider opponents 
with his telekeisis. 

Weakness: Anytime someone touches him he 
gets crippling flashbacks of being an altar boy. 

Fun Fact: Has converted from homosexuality 
four times (and this one will stick). 


Stormm Mormon 

5’0” /190 lbs 


Strength: Assortment of weapons hidden 
under his turban. 


Strength: Developed super speed from 
running from so many houses. 


Weakness: Is late to most matches due I Weakness: Getting choked out by his tie. 4 
to airport holdups. I 


Fun Fact: Has 72 virgins waiting for 
him when he dies. 


Fun Fact: Four of his seven wives have 
wrestled in the Women’s Wrestling 
Federation. 


The Violent Protestant 

^ 6’0” / 233 lbs 

Strength: He’ll mace your face... with a 
real mace. 

Weakness: He’s really out of shape. 

Fun Fact: He is a reformed crack addict. 


The Rudest Buddhist 

5’9” / 250 lbs 

Strength: His belly can absorb any hit. 

Weakness: Opponents constantly rubbing 
his belly for good luck. 

Fun Fact: Despite being the “Rudest Buddhist, 
he’s still pretty nice. 







Unknown height/weight 


Strength: Omnipotence. 


Weakness: “Can God create a wrestler 
that he himself cannot pin?” 


Fun Fact: He’s not real ( Shhhh /). 


Krishna Crusher 

7’0” / 382 lbs 

Strength: He can decapitate opponents 
with his tambourine. 

Weakness: Can easily be taken from be¬ 
hind while asking crowds for donations. 

Fun Fact: Has been to more airports than 
most pilots. 


lii 
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Written by the Standard Issue Street Gang (Curtis Delaney, Ben Jensen, Ian Manhire,Kyle Pellet, Musky Rice, and Emmanuel Sayer). 



Everybody loves x-treme sports cuz they’re a combination of everything great in 
this world: tribal tattoos, raw jocks, corporate shenanigans and really shitty “al¬ 
ternative” music! Here’s some more super underground x-treme sports you may 
not’ve heard of yet! Hey, Mountain Dew: sponsor THESE x-treme sports, assholes! 


ALPINE ULTIMATE FRISBEE: This is 
Ultimate Frisbee played on a moun¬ 
tain. Any x-treme sport that kills ulti¬ 
mate frisbee players is a GOOD x-treme 
sport. 

BASEBALL TENNIS: This is just like 
tennis but the rackets are bats, the 
fuzzy rubber ball’s a baseball, and the 
single bounce before returns doesn’t 
exist. It’s just an unrelenting series of 
back-and-forth line drives until a point 
is scored or a skull is caved in. 

BEARTRAP BMX: Yeah, yeah... Flingin 
your body around a tiny bike while flying 
through the air’s pretty x-treme. No one’s 
gonna sit here and tell you it’s not. But 
y’know what’s NOT x-treme? The fuckin 
SEAT on that tiny bike. Seats are for sit¬ 
ting, and sitting’s for pussies. Beartrap 
BMX brings the x-treme to the max by 
putting an armed beartrap on that seat. 
Try sitting NOW, Grampa! X-TREME! 


BEING BLACK AND TALKING TO 
COPS: This one’s self-explanatory. 

BRO-BOARD BRO-DOWN: This one’s for 
all you longboarders. Grab that ridicu¬ 
lous motorhome you call a 'skateboard’ 
and take her for a gentle and relaxing 
carve at whatever the closest thing to 
Burnside is in your town — anywhere 
you know there’s gonna be a buncha 
hardcore REAL skateboarders barreling 
around at full-speed in tight quarters. 
Whenever you inevitably cut someone 
off, in your most dude-bro, 'chillaxed’ 
tone, hit them with something awe¬ 
some like 'Sorry, bro, didn’t mean to 
harsh your vibe.’ After two or three of 
these encounters, the locals’ll decide 
where this x-game’ll proceed from here. 

BU-KITTY-KAKE: This x-treme sport is 
a lot like the demented pervert’s stan¬ 
dard practice of bukake where a bunch 
of fat slobs pump their cocks out onto 


a poor human’s face. However, the ex¬ 
treme sport of bu-KITTY-kake has one 
main difference: instead of a buncha 
fat slobs fap’n over a begrudging hu¬ 
man target, deposits are made on a 
CAT! But we’re not talkin Siamese or 
Tabbies; bu-lcitty-lcake is an X-TREME 
sport. Being x-treme requires danger. 
This game is played at the zoo... in the 
TIGER exhibit! RAR! 

BUNGEE DUMPING: Bungee jumping 
is like parachuting: if you set things 
up wrong for your particular weight, 
the force of your sudden deceleration 
will make you shit your clothes. Soci¬ 
ety may frown on that, but this x-treme 
sport welcomes it (and society’s a stuck- 
up little bitch, anyway). In fact, you do 
this one naked, so that when you hit the 
'bungee brown note’, your shit flies far 
and free. Do this one over a body of wa¬ 
ter where rich assholes sail their yachts. 
You get points for the best 'poop deck’ 
direct hits. Anyone who lands a duke 
right on top of some CEO’s fake sea cap¬ 
tain hat obviously wins. 

DIRTBAG BIKING: Can you cheat on 
your pregnant girlfriend? Can you 
dump a UNICEF box down your Coro¬ 
na-logo sweatpants right in front of the 
teary-eyed kid who collected it? Can 
you vote Republican? Can you do any 
of that shit while riding a dirtbike? If 
you can, this sport’s for you. Cuz the 
whole point of dirtbag biking is to be as 
shitty a human being as possible while 
riding a dirtbike. 

DODGEBOMB: Everybody’s always 
raggin on traditional dodgeball, say¬ 
ing how it’s for pussies, how it’s not 
X-TREME enough. And it’s always the 
same complaints: you’re only 'out’ if 
the ball actually TOUCHES you; there’s 
little to no chance of getting killed or 
even just horribly maimed; not enough 
'splosions. Three big problems, one 
easy solution: replace that red, rubber 
sphere those dodgeball pussies call a 
‘ball’ with live grenades. Other than 
that, same gymnasium, same white- 
soled sneakers, same rules... DIFFER¬ 
ENT amount of crying mothers. 

GRAND SLAM POETRY: All of the ath¬ 
letic prowess it takes to master base¬ 
ball combined with the artistic integ¬ 
rity of slam poetry. Bats, bases, gloves, 
steroids, fat rednecks, pretentious, 


self-absorbed fags, unbearably retard¬ 
ed prose, equally retarded audience. 
Extremely frustrating and disappoint¬ 
ing. Lots of dykes with dreadlocks, pot¬ 
bellies, and loud voices. No rules, no 
structure, no grasp of what the average 
human being considers engaging. 

HOMOPHOBIYOGA: Yoga done while 
in a room full of drunken, angry homo¬ 
phobes who think that yoga is the gayest 
fucking thing ever. You will barely get 
any yoga in, but you WILL get quite the 
workout trying to fight and subsequent¬ 
ly getting the gayness beat out of you. 

MARCO POLIO: One player is injected 
with polio, blindfolded, and has to find 
the other players who are all carrying 
the cure in a syringe. 



MDMA FIGHTING: Ravers are usually 
pretty passive. They like to do drugs and 
dance and spread the PLUR. But shit 
gets pretty nasty whenever the drugs 
start running out. Promise the last of 
the ecstasy to the winner of the RAV¬ 
ER RUMBLE ROYALE and sit back and 
watch the Fun Fur fly as a bunch of sob¬ 
bing half-a-mans whip each other with 
soothers, rip out nipple and eyebrow 
rings, and splash the liquid shit from 
their glow sticks in each other’s eyes. 

MISOGYMNASTICS: Because tradi¬ 
tional misogynists generally lack grace, 
agility and balance, it’s only practical 
that these douchebags serve primar¬ 
ily as judges in the world of Misogym- 
nastics. Criteria that competitors are 
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judged on include: 1) degree of resem¬ 
blance to judge’s mom, whore ex-wife, 
the bitch who stood him up for a date in 
high school because she was a fucking 
whore, etc... 2) degree of which judge 
thinks competitor resembles a goddam 
whore 3) most importantly, whether 
or not contestant is a fuckin’ “gash,” 
“cunt,” “slut,” etc... 4) how well competi¬ 
tor does flips and spins and shit. 



OVERWEIGHT LIFTING: It gets boring 
watching meatheads lift exorbitant 
amounts of weight. With their chiseled 
arms, bulging veins and orange skin, 
we know they’re different than us — so 
we can’t identify with these grotesque 
freaks of nature. The everyman is ei¬ 
ther a fat fucking slob, or suppresses 
his fat-fuck tendencies through smok¬ 
ing or drugs (or smoking and drugs). 
OVERweight lifting’s a division of 
weight lifters made up strictly of men 
who are fucking fat. Guys with bad di¬ 
etary habits, guys who don’t exercise, 
guys who have bitch-tits and guts — 
we wanna see these people do the im¬ 
possible. On top of that, we wanna see 
DISASTER. We wanna see these guys 
sweat, groan, pull some muscles, and 
maybe even break a few ribs as they 
try to bench-press even a QUARTER of 
their ridiculous body weight. 

PARASHOOTING UP: Slam some her¬ 
oin and pack your parachute and all 
that other sky-diving shit while high. 
Nod off wearing all your parachute 
gear. When you wake up and are sober, 


don’t check your shit to make sure it’s 
hooked up right, just get on a plane, 
jump out of it, and find out whether 
Heroin You from last night managed to 
not get you killed. 

SHITBIRDS: This is kinda like the 
Canadian aerobatic flying team the 
Snowbirds, except the vessel is not a 
tudor jet: Shitbirds is played in a real 
Canadian honeybucket! That’s right, 
a biffy, a john, a porta-potty, a plastic 
shithouse. These mobile toilets are 
hoisted by crane from the ground to 
the top floor of high rise construc¬ 
tion sites where the men are working. 
To play, sneak into the serviced shit¬ 
house before it’s loaded off the truck at 
ground level. Lock and load, fire in the 
hole, then enjoy the ride up five to 25 
stories as the tower crane hoists you to 
the quartermile club! 

SIAMESE TWINS TWISTER: A pair of 
Siamese twins goes in... only one twin 
comes out ALIVE. 

SKATEFJORDING: Vert skating... in a 
fucking FJORD. 

SMORGASBOARDING: The newest, 
most exciting board sport to hit the x- 
scene! Go to an all-you-can-eat buffet 
at peak hours and locate the most fatty, 
greasy, sloppy, ridiculous buffet table 
in the room. Scramble over the layer 
of fat humans surrounding it to get up 
on top of it. Start going nuts, freestyle 
smorgasbaording. Jump around in it, 
roll in it, do the worm in it, act out the 
last scene of Rambo in it. Do whatever 
you want, just make sure it’s TOTALED. 
Once all the food’s all over everybody 
and ruined, try to bust your way back 
through the angry, fatty mob with your 
life intact. 

TASER TAG: You can probably figure 
out what this one is all on your own, 
unless you’re a total moron. (It’s lazer 
tag with tasers instead of little beams 
of light,you total moron.) 

X-TREME ROLLERBLADE CHAL¬ 
LENGE: Check if you own a pair of roll- 
erblades. If you do, punch yourself in 
the dick as hard as you can. You win! 
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critical comrms/ 


Interview by Ben Jensen, photos by Andrew Carver. 



So, you guys are called CRITICAL 
CONVICTIONS — anybody in the 
band got any criminal convictions 
on 'em? 

ANDREW: No CONVICTIONS... [laughs]. 


MAXX: When I was 16, I got charged, 
but... that’s gone now. [laughs] 


CRITICAL CONVICTIONS is an Ottawa 
four-piece that plays fast and pissed- 
off hardcore in an ‘80s sort of way. 
They’ve been around since late 2006, 
when Maxx and Andrew dusted them¬ 
selves off after the breakup of their 
VARUKERS/DISCHARG E-style band, 
CENTRETOWN INSURGENTS, and 
started up CRITICAL CONVICTIONS, 
with Maxx on vocals and Andrew on 
guitar. The rest of the new band was 
fleshed-out by grabbing whoever was 
handy: roommates and neighbours, 
basically. Which may not be the BEST 
way to staff a band, but as long as those 
roommates and neighbours also hap¬ 
pen to be a bunch of talented friends 
who are always down to tear up a base¬ 
ment show, you can’t really go wrong. 

I met up with Maxx and Andrew in 
the yard of Maxx’s house at 443 Kent 
(where she and her roommates have 
been putting on a steady stream of kill¬ 
er basement punk shows) to sit in the 
summer heat and talk a bit about their 
awesome band. 


Gimme a little bit of a history of 
CRITICAL CONVICTIONS. 

MAXX (vocals): Me and Andrew used to 
play in CENTRETOWN INSURGENTS, 
and one day we were talking, I said “An¬ 
drew, I really wanna start an ‘80s hard¬ 
core band,” and we were talking about 
it forever. You [Andrew] already knew 
Richard [CC’s drummer], cuz you were 
in a band with him, so then we start¬ 
ed jamming, the three of us. We used 
to, embarrassingly, only jam FUCKED 
UP songs [both laugh]. That’s how it 
started. And then, I think Jeff was my 
roommate at the time, so we roped him 
in — Jeff was our old bassist. And then 
the first show was in January of two- 
thousand-and... - seven, I wanna say? 

ANDREW (guitar): Yeah, yeah, it was 
2007. January 12th, 2007. 

MAXX: It was at a house that doesn’t 
exist anymore on Cathcart Street. 


Anybody in the band ever been in 
critical condition? 

ANDREW: [Thinks] Well, when I was a 
little kid, I was sick a lot with asthma 
[laughs], but... I dunno if I was in CRITI¬ 
CAL CONDITION... 

Nope, doesn’t count. We need some 
gnarly stories. 

MAXX: Okay, we played Toronto this one 
time. We played with this band called 
HAZARDOUS WASTE, which was a really 
funny band, and the singer’s a pretty big 
dude. And they were playing, and I just 
saw Andrew standing near the monitor, 
and the singer jumped on the monitor 
and launched himself into the crowd, 
but there was no one there but Andrew, 
and I just saw Andrew collapse! I just 
ran for it. I was like, ‘Oh my god, he’s 
DEAD. He didn’t make it.’ [Everyone 
laughs] He seemed to be okay, but... 

ANDREW: I dunno, I felt like I 
SHOULD’VE died, right there. Or at 
least, y’know, been knocked out. 

Maxx, you were in Poland [recently]; 
what were you doing in Poland? 


MAXX: I was on an exchange with 
university. 

Like a hostage exchange? 

MAXX: [Laughs] I wish! [Poland] defi¬ 
nitely reminded me a lot of Ottawa, ac¬ 
tually. I was living in Warsaw. [Bands] 
don’t tour in Poland, cuz there isn’t as 
much money as in the rest of Western 
Europe, and at the same time, Eastern 
Europe doesn’t tour to Poland because 
it’s too far. So they’re kind of in this 
‘grey zone’ where very few bands make 
it. Actually, I think in the early ‘90s, af¬ 
ter communism fell, there was a band 
killed in Poland, or someone was killed 
from a band, so I think people still hear 
the story and don’t wanna go. That, and 
the money issue. So, I would say it’s like 
Ottawa, in that we don’t get as many 
shows as, say, Montreal or Toronto, and 
a lot of the times [in Poland], you gotta 
go to Berlin or something, which is 
six hours away, to see that really cool 
band. But, the scene [in Poland] is re¬ 
ally strong; there’s a lotta good bands 
coming outta Warsaw right now, and 
there’s a lotta good people. 

What kinda punk is big in Warsaw 
right now? 

MAXX: I think it’s a little bit of every¬ 
thing, y’know? There’s some hardcore, 
there’s sort of the ‘Polish punk sound’, 
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with Polish vodka. They played really 
good in Europe. When they played Par¬ 
is, the organ was broken, and that was 
hilarious, cuz poor Ian was just think¬ 
ing about playing guitar [instead], and 
there was some screaming amongst 
the band members: “You can’t play gui¬ 
tar!” [Laughs] And then he had to play 
the shitty organ. But the kids loved it, 
y’know? You just gotta keep playing. 


as I like to call it, which is like the post¬ 
regiment, kinda peace-punk thing 
that’s goin on. But, I think what im¬ 
pressed me the most about their punk 
scene is, there’s a LOT of girls playing 
in bands, and there’s a LOT of girls at 
shows. I would say it’s 50/50. I DON’T 
think it’s 50/50 in Ottawa yet [laughs]. 
So Poland’s on the forefront of that. 

Cool. Dave Williams said you did a 
bit of roadying for SEDATIVES while 
they were there? 

MAXX: Yeah. If by'roadying’you mean 
'drinking excessively with them every 
night’. 


Who’s that guy on the cover of your 
7”? The, like, East Indian-looking 
guy, who’s above the city? 

[Maxx and Andrew are silent; Maxx looks 
really confused, so I say to her:] 

You know, your 7”? You remember 
that thing you released? That round 
one? 

MAXX: [Laughing] Oh, the 7”! For some 
reason, I thought you were talking 
about the tape! Some times people 
think Richard is someone from, like, 
Lebanon... [ everybody laughs]. Um... no, 
the 7”. 


You roadied their beers to your stom¬ 
ach? You got any stories? Any embar¬ 
rassing stories about SEDATIVES? 

MAXX: [Laughs] I think what happens 
in Europe, stays in Europe. But, defi¬ 
nitely there was a pretty good night 


...that Pascale [Arpin] did. 

MAXX: Pascale did it. Yeah, that 
[image]’s from ‘Leviathan,’ the book by 
Thomas Hobbes. 

I haven’t read that one yet. Maybe 


next week, I’ll get to that. [Laughs] 
Why is he on your cover? 

MAXX: Because I told [Pascale] that the 
record was about power and impris¬ 
onment, things like that, so what the 
record cover actually is is Leviathan 
— which represents the sum of all the 
people putting their power into the 
government — and around him, as his 
kind of 'aura’, is a panopticon, which 
was a model of prison invented in the 
1800s, which is a circular prison, so it 
allows the guards to see everywhere; 
everyone’s always watched at every 
time. And then, below that, she put a 
futuristic city. So that was the meaning 
of her art. 

So, did you guys read that book? 

MAXX: I did. [Laughs] 

You did? But the rest of the band 
didn’t? [To Andrew] Does that make 
you book posers? 

ANDREW: Not really, cuz I didn’t de¬ 
sign it [the album cover]. But I agree 
with it. 


MAXX: [Laughing] It’s not a very enjoy¬ 
able book to read. It’s a very... 


it was iiist 

thousands t 

people on 
the streets, 
screaming 
drunk, eating 
pizza, cops 
on horses 
and stuff... 
it was INSANE. 


Books AREN’T enjoyable; they’re 
hard. Especially when there’s no pic¬ 
tures. You [Maxx] got 443 Kent now 
having house shows and you [An¬ 
drew] had Dishouse having house 
shows. Any good house show stories, 
any advice for anybody who wants 
to put on shows in their own houses, 
any thoughts on it...? 

MAXX: Okay, this is relating to our 7” 
release. We had it here [at 443 Kent]. 
For the record, we don’t PLAY the house 
very much, cuz I think that’s kinda 
lame — booking a show, and adding 
your own band all the time — but, I 


did the 7” release here cuz there’s no 
fuckin venues in Ottawa, but ... ANY¬ 
HOW, there was a lot of craziness goin 
on that night, there was a lotta party¬ 
ing post-bands-finishing, there was a 
hole made in the wall... it was kinda 
rowdy. But, I think the funniest thing 
is, there’s a band that played, SAKHA¬ 
LIN from Toronto... lotta cool people in 
that band, but a lotta people that drink 
WAY too much, and, a CERTAIN dude 
who might play in a CERTAIN metal 
band in Toronto definitely drank a LOT 
of wine, and definitely pissed himself 
on my couch. So... 

Did it get INTO the couch? 

MAXX: The couch was thrown out. But, 
yeah, he was belligerently drunk. He’s 
apparently known for this in Toronto. 
So I was happy to hear that it was not 
just my house, but, uh... 

If you’d have known earlier, you coul- 
da put up plastic. Like a grandma. 

MAXX: Yeah, well if SAKHALIN comes 
back... he’s sleeping in the fucking yard. 

[Laughs. Looking around at the yard.] 
It’s a nice yard, though. [Maxx laughs] 
I would sleep here. 

MAXX: [To Andrew] Best house show at 
Dishouse. Craziest story at Dishouse. 

ANDREW: There were so many shows at 
Dishouse, I can’t really think of the best 
one. One of the best bands I ever saw 
there was KOHU-63 from Finland. These 
guys were tight-as-shit even though 
they’d been drinking and were half pass¬ 
ing-out all day. Apparently, they did this 
the whole tour. I know you were men¬ 
tioning something about advice for peo¬ 
ple who have house shows. I would say, 
no matter what, take a cut of the money. 
Because, you’re gonna need that money 
when something gets broken. 

Or when they steal your 
kitchenware... 

ANDREW: Exactly. Ha! People get into 
your cupboards, stealin” from your up¬ 
stairs bathroom... Ha! 

MAXX: Maybe we’ve been lucky [at 443 
Kent], but people have always been ac¬ 
countable here. Accountable because 
we harass them [into being account¬ 
able] perhaps, but, I find people that 
have been to house shows a lot KNOW 
that they shouldn’t be going through 
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your fridge and eating your food, and 
sometimes someone who’s maybe 
never been to one, y’know... you turn 
around and they’re eating your toast, 
and you gotta be like: “Buddy...” Actu¬ 
ally, that would be my piece of advice: 
Someone from your house has to be 
sober, someone has to be a bit more 
levelheaded than the rest. It might be 
fun when everyone’s drunk, but that’s 
probably when shit goes down. 

Any future plans for CRITICAL CON¬ 
VICTIONS or for the members? 

ANDREW: Yeah, we’re gonna try to do 
something, probably a 12”. Before now, 
we’ve written all of our songs kind of 
independently. This one [coming up], 
I’m writing all the riffs as songs that 
will go into one another so there’s a 
smooth transition, y’know? Doesn’t 
miss a beat. Y’know, just like [makes an 
impression of some ringing , swelling guitar 
noise]. 

[Sarcastically] That’s gonna be fun to 
transcribe. Thanks for that. 

ANDREW: [ Laughs, makes the sound again] 

How do you spell that? 

ANDREW: ‘Volume swell’. 

MAXX: Hopefully, someone can help us 
put the new record out. There’s a bit of 
sweet-talking [going on], there’s a lot of 
‘Sup? You wanna hear my band? Wanna 
help us put out a record?’ [ Laughs ] But, 
um, hopefully [we’ll do] more touring. 
We’ve only toured out to the East Coast 


ANDREW: I’M in agreement with that. 
It seems to be the most logical place to 
go, whereas, y’know, there’s a couple of 
BIG gaps when you tour Canada. 

MAXX: We were fortunate enough that 
that was a really good tour when we 
toured to Newfoundland. That was a 
LOT of driving. 

ANDREW: It wasn’t so much the driv¬ 
ing, it was the threat of the deadly 
moose in Newfoundland. At night. 
There’re a lotta moose there. 

That’s terrifying. How were the 
shows, how were the crowds in 
Newfoundland? 

MAXX: It was awesome. 

ANDREW: The shows were really great. 

People like to party there? 

MAXX: It’s funny cuz I just came back 
from Newfoundland two weeks ago, but 
it wasn’t the same as when we went 
with the band. When we were there, 
the bars we were playing at were kind of 
on the big party street, which is called 
George St., and when we left the show 
at about 3 AM, I’d never seen anything 
like that in my life. It was just THOU¬ 
SANDS of people on the streets, scream¬ 
ing drunk, eating pizza, cops on horses 
and stuff... it was INSANE. Apparently, it 
doesn’t exist anywhere else but, like, Ire¬ 
land. I guess it’s cuz, maybe in big cities, 
it’s not condensed into one street [like it 
is in Newfoundland],but it was a fuckin 
shit show. [Laughs] It was insane. 


ANDREW: [Pretending to be hurt] It 
wasn’t that much of a party when WE 
were there! 


This is a question I shoulda asked 
you EARLIER: Describe CRITICAL 
CONVICTIONS; sound to somebody 
who’s never heard you. 

ANDREW: [thinks] Well, our older stuff 
is almost like it has a little tinge of CA¬ 
REER SUICIDE — although I’m not try¬ 
ing to imitate CAREER SUICIDE when I 
write riffs or anything — but, you hear 
maybe an influence of NEGATIVE AP¬ 
PROACH or POISON IDEA. The newer 
stuff, I’d say, is gonna start sounding 
like early POISON IDEA, but not strictly 
exactly like that. But also, we’ll kinda 
[have] rawer guitar tone, and just kind 
of a rawer recording. But also more 
furious and hateful. Cuz all the good 
hardcore’s hateful. [Laughs] 

MAXX: Yeah, that sums it up pretty 
well. I don’t like emphasizing the fact 
that we have a girl singer, I think that’s 
not the point of the band but, I mean, I 
AM a girl... 


It’s gonna get mentioned. 

“We'te ‘inale 
drummeted 

hardcore. 


MAXX: Sometimes it does, but some¬ 
times I think that maybe because I 
have a very gender-ambiguous name, 
people don’t realize that I’m a girl, or 
they don’t look at the pictures or some¬ 
thing. We actually played a show once 
and — these kids were maybe a special 
case — but I showed up, and the pro¬ 
moter was like “hey” and I’m like “Hey, 
I’m the singer!” and he was like “what? 
Oh, I guess that makes sense; we were 
kinda wondering how a dude could go 
that high.” I think it plays into the 
vocals, but we’re not a ‘female-front¬ 
ed hardcore band’. We are a hardcore 
band; we’re much more than just that. 
It just BOTHERS me when in every re¬ 
view, I think, there’s always kind of a 
pushback to a female band... 

You mean, like, [the writer’s] trying 
to draw a comparison to another fe¬ 
male band? 

MAXX: Yeah. We were reviewed in one 
of the latest issues of MAXIMUM ROCK 
‘N ROLL and, there’s a pretty big, female- 
fronted hardcore band in the US now 
called PUNCH, and so the person wrote 
‘similar to PUNCH’. They never said ‘fe¬ 
male’, so maybe that [comparison] was a 
way of saying ‘female’, but it was still kind 
of a weird comparison. Y’know, OKAY, we 
can KINDA sound like them, but actually, 


not really. We come from different plac¬ 
es of hardcore. I mean, I’m not offended 
if people write that I’m female, but if 
people ask me like ‘oh, what do you guys 
wanna be described as on the poster?’, I’ll 
be like ‘fast hardcore’. Cuz that’s what we 
are. And I think you can definitely capi¬ 
talize on being ‘female-fronted’ but that 
just seems to fake it out. 

[You mean like] it’s gimmicky. 

MAXX: ‘Gimmicky,’ definitely. And if 
people know it’s a girl and they wan¬ 
na come out [to the show] cuz of that, 
that’s cool,but... 

ANDREW: [We’re] ‘male-drummered 
hardcore’. 

People really DO like to know though. 
And I can understand it when it’s a 
female vocalist cuz that’ll help de¬ 
scribe the sound, usually, unless the 
girl really has a deep voice. 

MAXX: Yeah, and I mean, I’m not rag- 
ingly opposed to mentioning girls 
sometimes because, I think for younger 
girls [getting into punk] it can be a step 
in the right direction. And I’ve noticed 
that for the bands before and after us, 
the crowd’ll be kinda more dudes at the 
front. When we play, the girls come out 
in front. I dunno if it’s because of me or 
whatever... I’m [laughs] STOKED if it is 
for me, but I can see that as being good 
for younger girls because, being 14 and 
going to shows, I NEVER saw ladies. 
There was one person here in the city, 
going to shows, and she used to throw 
down, and I thought she was the RED¬ 
DEST chick ever, and it made my life 
when I got to know her. [laughs]. Not 
droppin’ names! She MIGHT’VE de¬ 
signed the 7” cover! 

I think I already said her name ear¬ 
lier. Any last words or anything? 

MAXX: [We need] more houses doing 
shows in Ottawa. And more people com¬ 
ing out to the house shows. Just cuz 
there’s some punks that live here [at 443 
Kent], doesn’t mean that so-called ‘hip¬ 
sters’ or whatever can’t come here, either. 
Cuz we DO have shows that a lot of people 
would like, and people don’t come out cuz 
they think we’re scary or something. 

STANDARD ISSUE’S readership’s 
probably like half-hipster, so we’ll 
get the message out [laughs]. 

MAXX: Get the message out: “443 Kent 
welcomes you!” 

ANDREW and BEN [In unison ]: Hipsters 
welcome, [both laugh] 

MYSPACE.COM/CRITICALCONVICTIONS 
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SEX CHURCH are a “punk” or 
band from Vancouver. Pretty much lo- 
fi, straightforward, loud guitar with 
poppy hooks that get stuck in your 
head and make you mumble-hum 
made up lyrics for weeks after. Most 
direct comparisons: CHEATER SLICKS 
and the OBLIVIANS. SEX CHURCH are 
getting a lot of local radio play here in 
Vancouver, and a lot of attention from 
their new 6 Songs LP (Convulsive Re¬ 
cords) and their older single (HoZac), 
but even back when they only had a 
tour tape people were talking about 
them. They get a lot of good shows in 
Vancouver and even better ones south 
of the border. They were recently back 
from SMMR BMMR in Portland when 
we did this interview. It was supposed 
to happen in a park but they were 
showing movies there so instead we 
smoked on Levon’s front steps and ate 
strawberries. Here goes. 


MORGAN: How long have you been 
playing together as SEX CHURCH? 

LEVON: We started in the spring of 
2008 — me, Caleb and Ben. Then Nick 
joined the band in December or Janu¬ 
ary maybe. We have a new drummer 
now [replacing Ben]. This dude Mike. 
He’s in MODERN CREATURES. 

NICK: And WHITE OWL. 

You guys [Levon and Caleb] were in 
LADIES NIGHT together before? 

LEVON: Yeah. 

And you [Levon and Nick] were both 
in MASTER APES? 

LEVON: With our friend Jake, who was 
in LADIES NIGHT as well. 

In MASTER APES you [Levon] played 
drums and you play guitar now in 
SEX CHURCH. Which one is your— 

LEVON: Guitar. I like the idea of play¬ 
ing drums a lot more than I actually 
like playing them in a band. It’s really 
exhausting. I’m lazy. Playing the gui¬ 
tar’s a lot more fun. You can make a lot 
more cooler noises with a guitar. Loud¬ 
er noises. You can’t use guitar pedals on 
a drum kit. You could, but it would be 
fucking stupid. 




Is your songwriting pretty organic 
with more or less just everyone writ¬ 
ing their own parts? 

LEVON: Someone will have an idea and 
it’ll go from there. No one really tells 
anyone what to do. Not too much. Ben 
used to, kind of. [Everyone laughs ] But we 
don’t let him too much. 

CALEB: Ben was the only classically 
trained musician. 

LEVON: He has a real thing for uh...like 
proper structure and whatnot. But not 
too much I would say either. 

He has training in recording as well? 
LEVON: He went to school for recording. 
CALEB: Which was useful. 

How come you recorded the LP at the 
Emergency Room and at Little Red 
Sounds? 

CALEB: That stuff we did at the Emer¬ 
gency Room was just like the first 
thing we ever did. We recorded with 
Ben and Evan from DEFEKTORS. They 
just recorded us there because we had 
the space and we could do it. And those 
guys knew what they were doing so it 
turned out good. That stuff probably 
never should have been on our album 
really but... 




Which songs? 

LEVON: ‘Ghosts’ and ‘I Don’t Wanna 
Die’. Which are our oldest, which we 
don’t even really play any more. But 
they sounded good and the guy who 
put out our record really liked them so 
it was a big thing. But that album’s like 
a thing where I don’t even think of it 
as an album, it’s kind of like an archive 
of the first year of our band, or the first 
year and a half of our band, more than 
one cohesive piece. It’s like three ses¬ 
sions over a pretty big period of time. 

The first time I heard you must have 
been the tour tape? It was about two 
years ago. I’m not sure what it was, 
but I remember my first impression 
was ‘way more fast and upbeat and 
punker’. 

LEVON: That was stuff we recorded at 
the practice space so, yeah, it probably 
was. 

NICK: I forgot about that tape. 

CALEB: I don’t even remember what’s 
on that. I know there are songs from 
the album that are on there. 

LEVON: And demos. 

CALEB: Yeah, like three things that 
have never been played since that. 
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In one interview, they refer to you 
guys as “introversive, depressing 
and personal”. 

CALEB: Is that the music or Levon? 
LEVON: That’s the music. 

But people will take it as they will. 
You do have a reputation for being 
like NOT a friendly guy. [Laughing 
from everyone] 

LEVON: That’s okay, I don’t care. I hope I 
don’t go out of my way to be an asshole. 
CALEB: I would say that Levon’s a 
friendly guy. 

LEVON: I also don’t go to shows to like 
make friends and stuff. I don’t even like 
going to shows at this point anymore. 
Unless there’s a good band playing. 


What do you think about where 
things are at this point within your 
community? Like the venue issue? 

LEVON: Oh the venue issue is a fucking 
bummer! Of course. It sucks. Even for 
like a young band who wants to play 
their first shows and can [only] play 
like one show a year because there’s no 
venues.That’s a real drag. I guess. 
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many good bands around? 

LEVON: I don’t think the venues have 
anything to do with good bands. A good 
band will be a good band regardless of 
how many venues there are to play at. 
I think it sucks that bands can’t play 
shows as often as they’d like to, but 
mostly it’s good. Maybe it weeds them 
out. I don’t know. That way I don’t have 
to see the same band ten times. 

CALEB: I don’t think it weeds people 
out though. I mean like, if we’re setting 
up a show and competing against some 
crappy heavy-metal band— 

LEVON: I don’t think we’re ever com¬ 
peting against something like that, 
though. 

CALEB: I mean, in a way you are. 
LEVON: Competing for the venue. 
CALEB: Competing for the venue, that’s 
what I mean. Not competing for the 
crowd. And the reality is, venues are a 
way to make money. 


Right .The better the venue, the more 
chance that we can make money do¬ 
ing it. 

LEVON: A band like ours isn’t going to 
make a bar money. Unfortunately. 
CALEB: I think we make the bar money 
because our friends come and fucking 
drink all the beer. 

LEVON: Sure. But, ultimately, I still 
think that punk, garage, whatever you 
wanna call it... that music doesn’t pay 


the bills. One dude playing records all 
night and 19-year-old college students 
do. I think the city has proved that over 
and over again. 

Who are you guys going to play with 
on tour? 

LEVON: LAMPS. IDLE TIMES from Se¬ 
attle. CHRISTMAS ISLAND from San 
Diego. We’re playing the Budget Rock 
Festival in San Francisco which is gon¬ 
na be really awesome. The OBLIVIANS 
and the ICKY BOYFRIENDS and REIGN¬ 
ING SOUND are all playing, which is re¬ 
ally really awesome. The OBLIVIANS 
are probably one of my very favourite 
bands ever. And also, we all met in 
weird ways because of the OBLIVIANS. 
CALEB: Nick and I met at an OBLIV¬ 
IANS show in Memphis. 

LEVON: And Becca met Caleb because 
he was wearing an OBLIVIANS t-shirt 
in a grocery store. So, there’s that too. 

What cities are you playing in? 

LEVON: L.A., San Diego, Oakland, Sacra¬ 
mento, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, 
Bakersfield and Santa Cruz — maybe 
Santa Cruz. 

You guys seem to be well received in 
the U.S. 

LEVON: We’ve only played in the States; 
we’ve never played in any other city in 
Canada besides Vancouver. 



What’s been your best and what’s 
been your worst show? 

NICK: The first show I was supposed 
to play with you guys, we were sup¬ 
posed to play with A.H. KRAKEN at The 
Sweatshop. We were supposed to play 
last and they had actually destroyed 
the stage, A.H. KRAKEN. I was just 
kind of like, it was our first show and 
‘oh my god it’s really late’. And right as 
we went on stage we heard “oh no, you 
guys aren’t playing tonight”. So we just 
kind of didn’t play. 

LEVON: I would say our worst show 
was maybe... we went on tour with DE- 
FEKTORS last summer and we played 
in Portland— 

CALEB: Oh that was AWFUL! 

LEVON: We’d driven all day from San 
Francisco to get to Portland to play. 


CALEB: I was the only driver. 

LEVON: Yeah, Caleb drove all day, we like 
stared at the wall. We got there and we 
had to play with two fucking god-awful 
like fucking powerpop-type bullshit 
bands and uh... there was like two peo¬ 
ple there. Literally, our two friends from 
Portland. There was zero promotion. No 
promoting whatsoever of any sort. 
CALEB: The opening bands left as soon 
as they were done playing. 

LEVON: It was an awful experience. 
It just sucked. And then we fucked up 
like our fucking best song which we’ve 
never fucked up, ever. It was kind of rad 
though cuz we smoked a joint onstage 
in the middle the bar...but it was pretty 
awful. Best show? I don’t know. The one 
we played on tour in San Francisco. 
NICK: The FRESH AND ONLYS and BOX 
ELDERS played. 

LEVON: It was pretty good because 
those were back-to-back nights actu¬ 
ally. So, favourite show ever one night, 
worst show ever the next night. 

Do you have an intentional thematic 
direction? Some particular sound 
that you go for? 

LEVON: Not particularly. I don’t think. 
NICK: Well, Levon especially always 
thinks of it as gloomy bummer music, 
but Megan [VANCOUGAR, BAD NEWS 
BABYSITTERS , NUMBER ONE BAD] al¬ 
ways comments on how it’s quite poppy 
at times.The newer songs are pretty pop¬ 
py too.They all have gloomy overtones. 
LEVON: I guess we all like what we like 
and that’s a reflection. 

CALEB: I don’t think we’ve ever 
thought, “this should sound like this”. 

But you definitely intend to be LOUD 
don’t you? [Laughing] 

LEVON: Yeah, of course. Me probably 
the most I guess. I think loud and abra¬ 
sive is an intentional thing. 

CALEB: That’s just what we like. I don’t 
wanna go see a band that’s like back¬ 
ground noise. 

What bands are you guys excited 
about right now? 

LEVON: Like current bands? 

How about Vancouver bands? 

NICK: I’ve been listening to THE SHY- 
LIGHTS and SAVAGE ROSE and some 
FRANK ZAPPA lately, and also some 
METALLICA. 

NICK: I don’t think we’re allowed to say 
our wives’ bands probably, but I like 
BAD NEWS BABYSITTERS. 

CALEB: Yeah, I like Nick’s band [NUM¬ 
BER ONE BAD]. 

LEVON: I like Josh’s band, VON BIN¬ 
GEN. Him and that Daniel dude’s band. 
It’s really awesome. I honestly have not 
been checking out new bands. 

NICK: I really like DIZZY EYES but 
then, now they’re, you know, having 
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their problem. 

LEVON: I like MODERN CREATURES 
a lot, but now our drummer is in that 
band so uh...I like DEFEKTORS; Ben 
was in that. It’s all about who plays 
drums with us, their other band. 
CALEB: That’s my criteria. 

LEVON: I also like TERROR BIRD. I like 
any band with Jeremiah in it. 

NICK: I like HAIRY LEGS too...the band, 
HAIRY LEGS. 

Any more recording in the near 
future? 

LEVON: Not in the near future... we’ve 
been relearning all our songs with our 
new drummer. 

Are you feeling confident that it’s go¬ 
ing to work out well? 

NICK: Yeah, Mike’s an awesome drum¬ 
mer. We’ve only practiced as a full band 
four or five times. We’ve played a show 
too and it gets better and better every 
time. I really love Ben as a drummer 
and Mike is a lot different, but they’re 
both... I don’t know, I was kind of sad to 
not be playing with Ben anymore, and 
I still am cuz I think he’s awesome but 
Mike’s a great drummer too. 

LEVON: The best replacement we could 
have asked for. 

CALEB: My favourite with Mike is like 
“do you wanna try and play this song, I 
know you don’t really know-” and he’s 
like “no, I know it”. 

LEVON: He actually listens. And then 
last week we go to play and I didn’t 
know the fucking song. I learned it, by 
the way. 

NICK: What? 

LEVON: Our own song...uh...’Let Down’. 
I relearned it. We tried to practice it last 
week and I couldn’t play it. 

CALEB: Do you think that other bands 
actually write stuff down? 

NICK: Yeah. 

LEVON: Like their chords and shit? 
NICK: Yeah, sure they do, I’ve seen it on 
like jam space walls. 

Nooo. Just like 555 77 555 77. 

LEVON: What does that mean? 

CALEB: That’s the root note? 

LEVON: Like tabs? I don’t know notes and 
whatnot, so I can’t write things down. I 
guess I could do the numbers. I know the 
strings and what they’re called. 

But you know what your open chords 
are. 

LEVON: I know what the strings are 
called. [ Everyone laughs , including Levon] 
I’m not even fucking joking. I’m really 
not much of an accomplished musician. 

But you’re such an accomplished 
musician. 

LEVON: Not really, I have a bunch of 
guitar pedals. 


NICK: You know what you wanna play 
and you play it. 

LEVON: Most of the bands I really like play 
loud and straight, I guess. I wish I could 
play cool guitar leads but I hate fucking 
looking at things. I get really frustrated 
and bored really easily trying to read 
about how you should play guitar. 

As opposed to just doing it? 

LEVON: I can’t even try and practice it. 
I don’t enjoy practicing my guitar. Do 
you? [to NICK] You probably do lots. 


Do you though [to LEVON]? 

LEVON: No. I play guitar at home by 
myself. 

NICK: THAT’S PRACTICING! 

LEVON: But no, like, uh— 

CALEB: That’s what practicing is. 
LEVON: Say, like practicing a song. I 
don’t ever practice our songs. 

NICK: Oh. Well what about when you’re 
writing them? 

LEVON: I haven’t written it yet, so it’s 
not practicing. 

NICK: I don’t consider it practicing; I 
consider it playing guitar because I re¬ 
ally love playing the guitar. 

LEVON: I don’t really enjoy playing 
guitar by myself that much either. 
NICK: Oh, I could do it for like eight 
hours at a time. 

How much do you play the guitar, 
Nick? 

NICK: Huh? Oh pretty much any time 
that I’m home by myself and some¬ 
times when I’m not by myself but that 
sort of drives my wife crazy. 

LEVON: When Ben was in our band I 
would easily say the best two guitar 
players in our band were the rhythm 
section. I can’t imagine being just a 
singer in a band again. It would suck. 

I'm sorry I didn’t get to see you; ap¬ 
parently you were quite the wild 
frontman weren’t you? 

LEVON: I don’t know about that. 

NICK: Kinda Mick Jagger, kinda James 
Brown. 

LEVON: But I can’t imagine just sing¬ 
ing in a band. I think it would suck. 
NICK: I would be extremely 
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uncomfortable; there’s no way I could 
do it. 

LEVON: Plus I would feel useless. Like 
when I was just a singer in that band 
[LADIES NIGHT], I didn’t know how 
to play guitar yet really. So that’s all I 
could do. 

[To Levon] But you enjoyed it didn’t 
you? 

LEVON: At the time definitely. But now 
I think I’d fucking hate it. It would 
suck. I’d feel like an idiot. 

[To Caleb] [LADIES NIGHT] was a lot of 
personalities for a band, wasn’t it? 
Cuz I saw Joe and Clint [from LADIES 
NIGHT and also MANIC ATTRACTS , 
MODE MODERNE] scrapping in front 
of the record store the other day. 
LEVON: They got in a fight? 

CALEB: They got in a fight again? 

NICK: Clint kicked Joe in the nut and 
then Joe got up and started chasing him 
and he tried to throw his beer at him and 
he dumped it all down his own back. 
LEVON: Once when LADIES NIGHT was 
on tour that time in Calgary with Ian 
[ yes, Manhire] Joe and Clint got in a fight 
in our van while we were driving down 
the highway. One was sitting shotgun, 
one was sitting behind the driver and 
they were fucking going at it. 

CALEB: I felt like Dad turning around 
and being like, “HEY!” 

LEVON: It was awful. That was one of 
the worst band trips I’ve ever been on 
because those two were just like fuck¬ 
ing miserable fucking creatures. They 
were awful, they were just awful to each 
other... I also saw Clint and Jake get into 
a fight on stage once, in Sacramento. 
CALEB: That was good. 

LEVON: I think I was the only member 
of that band that didn’t get into a fist 
fight with the other ones. 

CALEB: Do you remember the very first 
time- 

LEVON: Oh-HO-HO-HO! I know exactly 
what you’re talking about. 

CALEB: The very first time that I ever 
had anything to do with LADIES 
NIGHT, like the FIRST practice, Joe and 
Jake got in a really brutal fight. 

LEVON: There was lots of fights in that 
band and I was never involved in any 
of them. 

CALEB: And it was totally fine after¬ 
wards, which blew my mind. 

How do you guys get along? You guys 
hang out outside of the band. 

EVERYONE: Yeah. 

NICK: It’s weird: when we were on tour 
last summer I remember thinking, “is 
it cuz we’re older and grownup more?” 
I remember being on tour with other 
bands and everyone was fighting and 
bickering. We were just laughing and 
hanging out the whole time. 


CALEB: Why do it if it’s not fun? 
LEVON: And we’re a pretty lazy band — 
we don’t tour that much. I would ide¬ 
ally like to do more touring, but I don’t 
know if I actually would. 

I almost forgot Craig Proulx of the 
BRUISED TONGUE tape label wanted 
me to ask you guys a couple ques¬ 
tions. CRAIG QUESTION# 1: “There’s 
this scene in Ken Russel’s ‘The Devils’ 
where a nun is fighting off thoughts 
of impurity, but can’t get the image of 
going down on Jesus out of her mind. 
I watched that scene with ‘The Floor’ 
on in the background, and it was eeri¬ 
ly uncanny how well the two synched 
up. Does SEX CHURCH draw inspira¬ 
tion from ‘70s Nunsploitation films?” 
NICK: We watched it on tour last 
summer. 

CALEB: I bought it that summer. 

NICK: We talked about projecting that 
over us while we played, but we never 
did. 

LEVON: So, ‘yes’ in a way. It’s also one of 
Nick’s favourite books. That was a good 
question. 

CALEB: Surprisingly deep. 

CRAIG QUESTION #2: “Will a 12” re¬ 
leased on CONVULSIVE from New 
York and a 7” on HOZAC from Chicago 
mean we can finally expect an East 
Coast tour? SEX CHURCH/DEFEK- 
TORS package tour, perhaps?” 

LEVON: Oh man. No. [DEFEKTORS sta¬ 
tus is currently unknown as Ben is moving 
to NY]. 

NICK: Hopefully ‘yes’ to the east coast. 
CALEB: We wanna tour out there with 
an east coast band and be able to fly out 
our guitars. 

Who do you like back east? 

EVERYONE: RED MASS, HUMAN EYE, 
HOLY SHIT. 

CRAIG QUESTION #3: “What other 
Canadian bands are really doing it 
for you right now?” 

LEVON: GRAND TRINE. 

CRAIG QUESTION #4: “Anyone in 
the Vancouver scene (aside from the 
usual suspects- DEFEKTORS, SHEAR¬ 
ING PINX, NU SENSAE) we should be 
keeping our eyes on?” 

CALEB: NUMBER ONE BAD. 

LEVON: You can’t drop someone else in 
the band’s band. 

CALEB: I don’t give a fuck, I still like 
the band. 

LEVON: STUDENT TEACHER. I’ve only 
seen them once. I hope I still like them 
the second time. 

CALEB: 54-40. 

NICK: Chilliwack. 

MYSPACE.COM/SEXCHURCHNOW 
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So I went to Thailand. Big whup. *'You want a pat on the back, Mike ? 7 
Yes. Yes I do. 


Actually give that piece of skin real 
estate a good wash instead. Washing 
your own back is one of the most chal¬ 
lenging tasks a man can undertake. 
I say M-A-N because women often 
utilize extendable, sensual, foaming, 
scrub puffs and the like, and thus don’t 
understand this plight of man. Men 
friends — that’s men who hang out in 
large groups and engage in such sport¬ 
ing activities as the drink, and avoid¬ 
ing eye contact — should not be afraid 


of requesting the aid of one another to 
cleanse this Area 51 of the male body. 
Get a girl to do it?! Good luck with that, 
you greasy fuck. Plus, did I not mention 
the sensual foamy scrubs? You won’t be 
able to speak aloud of THAT in between 
belts of scotch. 

Now where was I? Oh yes, Thailand. 
Travel writing is, by in large, a mastur- 
batory exercise for Jr. Jack Kerouac-offs 
who think everything is more exciting 


someplace else. Braggarts. So I’m just go¬ 
ing to say that as fucked up as it is for a 
bunch of angryThai monies to spend their 
days maintaining a garden dedicated to 
brutality and evisceration, it’s even more 
fucked up stumbling upon this deserted 
hell homage by accident in some pit-stop 
town in the middle of nowhere.This was a 
place where the locals looked at us like we 
were glowing or some shit. And despite 
being western tourists, we never felt out 
of place up until Phang Nga. 


I later discovered that there’s loose 
reasoning behind why it seemed that 
only white characters weren’t hav¬ 
ing a good time in this garden. But at 
the time, with the local vibe and all, it 
seemed like we’d somehow stumbled 
into some fucked up, horrible Eli Roth 
movie that was about to take a turn for 
the bad. 

And what’s with all the huge balls?!? 
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"’SMICUMEARTICLE! 

Written by Dave Williams, illustrated by Curtis Delaney. 



I feared briefly that I’d blown my 
wad with last issue’s TSA — a decrepit 
tale of diseased, bacteria-devoured male 
genitalia — but if my time within the 
prison of sickness that is the hospital 
has taught me anything, it’s that any of 
us can be consumed by death’s drooling, 
insatiable maw at any given moment. 

This third tale of terror takes a some¬ 
what different approach than my pre¬ 
vious two gore-fests, but it is no less 
troubling. In fact, it is by far the most 
haunting experience of my entire stretch 
in the surgical wing. It will be quite trou¬ 
bling for some readers as well... but I’m 
not sorry. You’ve been warned. 

To this point, nearly all Saturday 
mornings in the operating room had 
been painfully similar: arrive at 7:30, 
set up the first case (which was almost 
ALWAYS orthopedics), clean the steril¬ 
izer machines, then eat a greasy cafete¬ 
ria breakfast while watching How It’s 
Made or Soccer Saturday, waiting to be 
paged for a blood run or for a four-hour 
hip surgery to finish. 

On this particular morning I was be¬ 
yond pleased to find that the new order¬ 
ly, Dave — who I’d recently discovered 
had many mutual friends and musical 
interests — would be doing his week¬ 
end training with me. Our boss was also 
there that morning... and having ANY 
supervising staff come in on a weekend 
ultimately meant that something big 
(read: shitty) was going down. 

There’s this inevitability in the oper¬ 
ating room that one’s “first” of any kind 
is bound to be a fucking nightmare, and 
Dave’s first weekend shift was no excep¬ 
tion. Halfway into my styrofoam box of 
bacon and eggs and a riveting account 
of the manufacture of crayons, Dave and 
I were called in for an organ harvesting 
from a deceased donor (the donor is kept 
on life support until the last useful organ 
is retrieved, and only at that point are 
they unplugged and therefore ‘medically’ 
dead). For some reason (be it monetary, 
scientific, sport, what-have-you), it was 
decided that the organ retrieval team 


should attempt a new, incredibly stress¬ 
ful, never-before-done-in-the-country, 
beat-the-clock-before-death-creeps- 
into-the-entrails method. So NOT ONLY 
would this be Dave’s first glimpse at a 
corpse (and a horrifyingly pale, ghoulish 
one at that, as a donor bleeds out almost 
completely during harvesting; you don’t 
quickly forget the first time the surgical 
drapes are removed to reveal those life¬ 
less, glassy eyes and drained, white lips 
pulled back in a fearsome grimace, cling¬ 
ing taclcily to slightly parted teeth), but it 
would also be a high-tension, marathon 
job to boot. 

After a supposedly 
successful case (any 
sensation of ‘suc¬ 
cess’ is hampered 
significantly by the 
wrapping of a seem- 
ingly-healthy twenty¬ 
something in a plastic 
shroud and deposit¬ 
ing their hollowed- 
out body in a giant re¬ 
frigerator lined with 
human carcasses), we 
assumed (foolishly) 
that the worst was 
over. We would swab 
a gruesome collection of various fluids 
and snippets of innards off of the case- 
room floor and reward our now-starving 
bodies with the world’s least-appetizing 
chicken burgers. 

Wrong. My pager goes off. Dave and 
I emerge defeated from the sterile cor¬ 
ridor as a team of doctors, nurses, and 
orderlies rush a stretcher-bound,blood- 
soaked, wailing young woman toward 
the surgical suites. Those greasy sand¬ 
wiches would have to wait. 

We were informed, between the pa¬ 
tient’s animalistic moans and blood¬ 
curdling screams, that we were to pre¬ 
pare the OR for an ectopic pregnancy 
— that’s when a fertilized egg implants 
outside the uterus, usually in the fal¬ 
lopian tubes, burrowing into the tubal 
lining and often rupturing the fallo¬ 
pian tube, causing massive internal 
bleeding and indescribable pain. 


Quickly transferring the patient 
from her stretcher to the operating 
room table and removing her crimson, 
sopping gown, Dave and I make the 
first of many panicky trips to the blood 
bank for full boxes of transfusion bags, 
returning each time to a larger red la¬ 
goon, creeping persistently across the 
floor toward the exit, trying, it seemed 
(as we wished WE could) to escape the 
tragic scene that was unfolding. 

Watching two members of our appar¬ 
ently dwindling age group bleed out and 
die in but a few hours would be heavy 
for even the most jaded, broken, soul¬ 
less medical unprofessional (myself), 


but miraculously, and quite suddenly, 
the flooding stopped.The laceration had 
been located, the tube had been sutured 
and the growth was removed... and the 
scene that followed burned itself so 
deeply and palpably in my mind that 
I can still conjure that moment with 
jarring clarity. Drawing her hand from 
the young patient’s blood-filled womb, 
the gynecologist cautiously placed 
something on the table. A circle of doc¬ 
tors and nurses marveled and gasped at 
what lay before them, as if experiencing 
the celestial majesty and fucking horror 
of life for the first time. 

Aware of the gravity and rarity of this 
truly singular circumstance, the doctor 
motioned for Dave and I to come and 
share in the moment. Sheepishly, we 
approached the sterile set-up, squeez¬ 
ing through the still stunned group. On 
the blue table-drape, sitting amongst 


bloodstained instruments and bits of 
flesh was an intact amniotic sac — at 
approximately six weeks old, the em¬ 
bryo was no bigger than the much-cov¬ 
eted Supersonic marbles of my youth. 
Spherical and crystal clear, the sac 
looked like something from the most 
vivid, science-fictitious imagination 
- and within the orb, a miniature hu¬ 
man, quite alive, perhaps an inch long, 
its partially formed legs swimming and 
its tiny, webbed fingertips moving. As I 
stood, speechless, eyes watering, mind 
racing, its movement slowed. First, the 
legs stopped kicking. And then the fin¬ 
gers stopped waving. Then nothing. 

At that moment, Dave, perhaps ab¬ 
sorbing too much in one day of what 
remains a mystery to most through¬ 
out their lives, screamed. Not a fearful, 
thrasher-film shriek, but a pained, low 
yelp, helpless and spontaneous. Visibly 
stunned, he fell back against the wall 
and stood silent for 
some time before 
leaving the room. It 
was a frailty rarely 
seen by those within 
the medical profes¬ 
sion, an innocence 
left at the revolving 
doors so early on in 
their careers. 

Honestly, I was 
always thankful for 
days like these. Work¬ 
ing in the hospital 
environment, I could 
quite clearly feel any 
sense of compassion 
slipping away, even outside of those 
air-tight, germ-free walls. Funerals 
became less affecting, illness became 
less distressing - essentially, death and 
destruction became my routine. But it 
was days like Dave’s first Saturday that 
shocked that fleeting feeling of life back 
into me, and since leaving that job and 
subsequently meeting my friends’ in¬ 
credible newborn kiddos, experiencing 
the deaths of friends and acquaintanc¬ 
es, and making some serious moves in 
my own existence, the phenomenon of 
life has regained much of the enchant¬ 
ment it lost upon my donning those 
mint-green scrubs. 

Anyway... this one’s for my girl GM, 
the lovely Cadence, and Conor. 

Stay tuned for another Sanguine Ar¬ 
ticle in the near future! 
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Bfldiiloi 


„You don't have to be a bachelor - just think like one!” 





MESS FOLK 


THIS IS MESS FOLK... AND MORE LP 

(Massive drug abuse plus boredom plus 
homerecording makes this band from Nova 
Scotia, Canada to VICE darlings) 


DIE ERSTEN MENSCHEN 
APOCALYPSE NOW &THEN LP 

(Astounding and brilliant debut from these 
teutonic 60 s garage punksters, final touches 
done by Tim Warren / Crypt Records himself) 


THE HUMMS 
LEMONLAND LP 

(Well produced debut album of this Athens, 
Georgia based garage band, great sounds and a 
container full of earworms.) 


OTHER LIFE CHANGING RELEASES FROM BACHELOR: QUINTRON - Ring the Alarm 7" SKIPPER - In Italy 10" 

PERSONAL AND THE PIZZAS - Raw Pie LP PIPSQUEAK - Aint that sad 7" 

SUGAR STEMS - The Sweet Sounds of the... LP CAVE WEDDINGS - The Last Time 7" 

CHECK THE USUAL COOL AS SHITE DISTROS OR ORDER DIRECTLY AT shop.bachelorrecords.com - www.bachelorrecords.com WE ALSO CARRY A LOT OF OTHER LABELS STUFF! 


This Could Happen To You I 



Spaceman Music 

New, Used & Vintage Gear 


Sales, Service and Repairs 
CvAtffe www.spacem , 


388 Gladstone 
Ottawa, ON 
613-594 5323 


www.spacemanmusic.com 
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PUNK FESTREPORTS! 


Summer’s the time to do cool shit. If you wanna do lame shit, save it for winter. Cuz winter’s lame. But summer’s 
awesome. So do the awesomest shit possible. An easy way to make sure you’re gonna be doing awesome shit in the 
summer is to hit up a punk fest or two (or an everything-fest like NxNE and SLED ISLAND, but ignore everything but 
the punk shit... unless you wanna slap an indie-rocker or two; that’d be cool). So grab your cut-off jean shorts and fake 
Wayfarers (if you don’t, you’ll run the risk of not looking like absolutely everyone else there), and head to the nearest 
summer punk fest to get your fill of the seven B’s: bands, beers, basements, backyards, barbecues, babes, and bros. 


Oh wait. Summer’s over. You’ll have to wait til next year. Or you can just read these summer fest reports by our two 
female writers. Sarah Ford wrote the NxNE one and the SLED ISLAND one, Morgan Donor wrote the SMMR BMMR 
and PIZZAFEST ones. 


Hall. Same reason I missed the Oh 
Sees (drinking all day in the park 
and watching kids play baseball 
badly) but this was worse because 
I’ve wanted to see this band for fuck¬ 
ing ever and I totally shit the bed. 
Their records are great and I guess 
I’ll probably get to see them again 
but fuck, was I pissed at myself. 

Best: 

-BIG FREEDIA/QUINTRON & MISS 
PUSSYCAT at The Garrison, Fuck, 
I’ve never been so sweaty in my 
life. I remember JEEFTHE BROTH¬ 
ERHOOD were playing when we 
got there, and they were sounding 
rad but Quintron fucking blew them 
away. I’ve never collectively danced 
with so many weirdoes in my life. 
And when Big Freedia came out, oh 
man. Totally fucking mind blowing. 
You can get Carruthers to confirm, 
it was like nothing I’ve ever seen 
before. Think a huge gay black man 
singing about riding dick while two 
New Orleans style bounce dancers 
shake amazing booty at either side 
of the stage. Simultaneously the 
gayest and straightest thing I’ve 
ever seen. Way too fun. I smelled 
awful after. 

-Matt Cosgrove detuning a mem¬ 
ber of MOHAWK LODGE’S guitar 



PIZZAFEST 

(July 29th - 31st, Seattle) 

Whoa. I spent Pizzafest in a totally le¬ 
git morphine-induced stupor five days 
after being released from the hospi¬ 
tal. So I pretty much had an amazing 
time and thought everyone sounded 



mid set. This pretty much speaks 
for itself, but when you combine a 
showboating band with drunk peo¬ 
ple, particularly drunk a-holes, dick 
moves have a way of being created. 

I felt kind of bad for being so enter¬ 
tained by the guitar player’s “What 
the fuck?” pained expression while 
Cozzy turned his string a whole half 
step down, but it was REALLY FUN¬ 
NY at the same time. 

I’m sure other, more functional peo¬ 
ple got more out of NXNE, but I had 
a hell of a time and won’t hesitate to 
do it again next year, just perhaps 
with less rye as an influence. SF 

9 



NXNE 

(June 16th - 20th, Toronto) 

I’m going to be honest in saying 
that most of my week in Toronto 
during North By Northeast was 
spent getting FUCKED UP in parks 
and barely, BARELY making it to 
the shows I was supposed to go to. 
That said, it was a really fun week 
with definite highlights. Here’s a 
summary of the best and worst mo¬ 
ments of NXNE, according to my 
very battered memory. 

Worst: 

- Getting too drunk and missing 
the OH SEES two nights in a row. 
Apparently their show at the Great 
Hall was amazing, regardless of Jon 
Dwyer throwing vodka in people’s 
eyes because one out-of-control au¬ 
dience member wouldn’t stop soak¬ 
ing the band in water. I couldn’t get 
into the their show at the Bovine 
the next night because of a bottle 
of Wiser’s I had left in my bag and 
a pesky bag-checking doorman, but 
according to my smarter friends, it 
was awesome. 

- Missing COCOCOMA at the Great 



SMMR BMMR 

(August 13th - 15th, Portland) 

Ooooooooh this was fun. Hailey and Jon 
who put this festival on do an AMAZING 
job. This was the third year of the sum¬ 
mer version and they also do one in Jan¬ 
uary called DMMR BMMR.They had tons 


and tons of beer and pizza for the bands 
and tall cans were only $2 for the rest of 
us. Plus on the Sunday they had free do¬ 
nuts, pizza and emergen-C for everyone! 

Okay so, I don’t really remember any¬ 
thing before MANIC ATTRACTS on Fri¬ 
day. Which was kind of a shit-show. Clint 
didn’t show up in time so THERAPISTS 
went on during their slot. Adam the 
frontman for THERAPISTS needs to be 
seen to be believed. Crazy, crazy, weird 


and awesome. Steve (MANIC ATTRACTS, 
TIMECOPZ) was stressing about Clint 
not being there and running out of time 
so he got Pat (PURE COUNTRY GOLD) 
to come up with him and play MISFITS 
covers and old Chuck Berry tunes. Every¬ 
body actually totally dug this. Then Clint 
showed up and started tuning during the 
middle of this and eventually Nat joined 
them and MANIC ATTRACTS took over. 
Four songs in they got the hook, but until 
that they sounded great. METH TEETH 


awesome. I’ve checked in with my 
buddies who were reasonably less 
high and it wasn’t just the opiates, it 
really was rad! 

We couldn’t go down until Friday 
so we missed the Thursday night 
lineup which included IDLE TIMES, 
TACOCAT and BUTTS. I was most 
bummed about missing TACOCAT — 
I like cute girly stuff, what can I say? 
Thank MUTHERFUCKIN GAWD we 
missed LAMBORGHINIZ on Friday 
night. This is Pete from COCONUT 
COOLOUTS like ironic hip-hop act or 
something. Fraser (INDIAN WARS) 
was driving as fast as he could to 
get there and he was super-bummed 
cuz apparently it’s “funny”... but I 
don’t “get it”, it’s still shitty hip-hop 
to me. COWABUNGA BABES were 
good. DEAD GHOSTS from Vancouver 
made it just in time and made us all 
proud. SLIPPERY SLOPES were kind 
of scary and awesome at the same 
time. They definitely look like dudes 
you wouldn’t want to meet in some 


played what will be their last show. 
G.GREEN, I had never heard of but 
would definitely check out again.They 
may have the hottest female drum¬ 
mer ever and all their songs seemed 
like fast, poppy perfection. I don’t 
like WOUNDED LION so I couldn’t 
be bothered to watch them. MYELIN 
SHEATHS were awesome. The whole 
Canadian contingent were smashing 
all around the front and losing then- 
shit. Crowd surfing, stage diving and 
microphone stealing were all in full 
effect during this unassuming band 
from Lethbridge’s set. I’m soooo not 
sure what WOVEN BONES, LAMPS or 
MAYYORS sounded like... pretty blur¬ 
ry at that point. Saturday morning was 
spent at Burnside watching skaters 
and nursing hangovers. Scored shitty 
weed from the dodgiest Mexicans 
I’ve ever met. Passed out and missed 
way too many good bands including, 
GUANTANAMO BAYWATCH, DEAD 
GHOSTS, INDIAN WARS and most of 
SEX CHURCH. MEAN JEANS played a 
super short set because things were 
running behind which meant they 
had to cut the new song ‘R U Mental’, 
'Pogo Before you Go’ and Tats, Roach¬ 
es and Jeans’. Which kind of sucked, 
but they played well. SHANNON AND 
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random alleyway. Afterwards 
the guitar-player told me Orlan¬ 
do is totally fucked up and that 
if cops catch you smoking weed 
there they will bash your head 
in and call you racist remarks I 
don’t wanna write down... but 
they were awesome, weed or no! 
The bass player may be my new fa¬ 
vourite ever. PERSONAL AND THE 
PIZZAS put on a great set but it was 
over way too fast. They didn’t play 
'Don’t Wanna Be No Personal Piz¬ 
za”... well the audience sang it any¬ 
ways at the end while the drummer 
just kept it going. It seemed like 
they were going to come back on... 
the guitar player had already put 
down his guitar and turned off his 
amp... then he walked back over 
and picked it up and turned on his 
amp... then put it back down and 
turned it off and walked away... sort 
of a dick move in my opinion, but 
whatever. One disapproving-dad 
looking fan in the front row was 
just wagging his head back and 
forth with his arms crossed. Not 
impressed. Saturday was even bet¬ 
ter. I didn’t get to see this but DIA¬ 
PER AND THE SHITBAGS (which is 
actually just a different incarnation 
of SLIPPERY SLOPES) came out all 
covered in chocolate pudding in 
full costume and had a pinata full 


THE CLAMS were super cute and THE 
INTELLIGENCE were wicked live. I 
was worried that I wouldn’t enjoy 
them as much as their recordings be¬ 
cause they are so effects-heavy but 
their live, punker sound was wicked. 
Then on Sunday, made it just in time 
for MEERCAZ who had blown my shit 
two weeks earlier at Pizzafest. Got to 
hear 'Space Hate’ again. Muzz seemed 
as though he was laughing to himself a 
lot of the time.They had the bass player 
from METH TEETH on with them and 
I think he’s a permanent fixture now. 
LEADERS are another band that I’m 
stoked to hear more of. Sort of blanked 
out during FLIP-TOPS, IDLE TIMES 
and TRMRS. It was during the middle 
of a heat-wave and I had been party¬ 
ing hard for three days straight at this 
point. CUM STAIN sounded really good 
and their frontman was super enter¬ 
taining until he made a pointless, shit¬ 
ty, racist joke at which point I lost all in¬ 
terest and felt too grossed out to watch 
anymore. The next thing I remember 
clearly was TIMECOPZ’s drunken set. 
We all knew that all three of them were 
loaded (Steve needed help setting up 
his drums) but you never would have 
guessed it from the way they played. 
After an interminably long setup they 


of pizza which got smashed during 
their set. They played outdoors on the 
basketball court/smokepit, one of the 
best in a long line of awesome features 
of the Funhouse. MEERCAZ from Port¬ 
land were the standout surprise for 
me. I had never heard these guys but 
I’m a huge fan now. Especially of their 
song 'Space Hate’. Muzz Delgado, the 
lead singer/guitar player and genius 
behind the band, plays a sweet guitar 
and has an amazing, unique and pow¬ 
erful voice and it doesn’t hurt that 
he’s got Clay Silva (CLOROX GIRLS) 
backing him up on drums. INDIAN 
WARS played next maybe? I always 
enjoy them but there was definitely 
some drunken difficulties and Fraser 


uttered a few "I can’t play that one”s. 
Mostly I was distracted by the skeezy 
dude trying to pet Brad’s girlfriend’s 
hair the whole time. FUNGI GIRLS also 
played outside and fucking nailed it. I 
can’t believe these guys play so good 
and are so young. But believe it I must 
as they had to hide in the green room 
all night and their mom was there 
with the minivan. They’re amazing 
to see live and definitely exceeded my 
expectations from their recordings. 
The pizza-eating contest was sick, 
but unfortunately no one barfed, not 
in plain view anyways. I thought the 
bass player from SLIPPERY SLOPES 
was a surefire win but instead it went 
to disapproving-dad fan who wore his 



SLED ISLAND 

(June 30th - July 3rd, Calgary) 

Let me start off by saying that Sled 
Island, while being a relatively new 
festival, has proven itself to be the 
funnest weekend in Calgary the 
last four years it has existed. This 
year’s lineup was particularly good, 
with headliners like BLACK LIPS 
and CHAIN & THE GANG, show¬ 
cases guest-curated by bands like 
KING KHAN & BBQ and QUINTRON 
& MISS PUSSYCAT, and a slew of 
smaller, less well-known acts from 
all over the fucking place. Here are 
some highlights of how I ruined my 
brain with music and partying. 

Wednesday Watching BIG FREED- 
IA at the Legion as the last act of the 
opening night was amazing. I’ve 
never seen so many white people 
losing their minds to a gay black 
man and his booty dancer. Girls 
were getting on stage and shaking 
ass, there was dirty dancing all over 
the audience, beer getting thrown 
everywhere, and Ian Svenonius (ex 
NATION OF ULYSSES, front man of 
CHAIN AND THE GANG) dancing in 
the middle of it all in an immacu¬ 
late white suit. Totally surreal and 
super entertaining. 


played a super-fast tight set that drove us 
all wild. AUDACITY were incredible but I 
had to watch from a sitting down posi¬ 
tion. I was saving my energy for BARE 
WIRES. These three Oakland boys were 
the perfect cap to an amazing weekend. 
They looked like they were having more 
fun than anyone else — but I doubt it! 


Thursday The BLACK LIPS set 
at the Legion ended up being so 
packed that I chose to watch it from 
the sidelines in order to avoid the 
melee of moshing, crowd surfing 
and stage diving that was going 
on. My plan failed when some goof 
came flying over the heads of every¬ 
one around me and manage to kick 
me right in the hand, spraining my 
finger and forcing me to leave early. 
I just couldn’t believe how many 
people — especially seemingly ran¬ 
dom college co-ed-looking norms — 
were getting fucking PRIMAL dur¬ 
ing this set. I saw my friend Steve 
get punched in the face by three dif¬ 
ferent people. My friend Jeff came 
out without a shirt because some¬ 
one had ripped it in half. I think 
the sweet old ladies who staff the 
Legion were a little upset over the 
savagery of it all. 

Friday Friday was my favourite 
day and also the day I saw the 
least amount of bands. Because of 
my work schedule, I managed to 
get out to shows a little late in the 
game. The show I was most looking 
forward to seeing all weekend was 
CHEESEBURGER at Broken City, and 
I got there just as BISON were end¬ 
ing their set and dudes were filing 
out to the patio to down some beers. 
This meant the room wasn’t as full 
as it could be for Cheeseburger, but 
fuck. They played an amazing set. 
Thin Lizzy meets Iggy Pop with 
some kind of AC/DC influences 
thrown in there, this band is just 
straight up rock n roll and fuck¬ 
ing fun, and their singer looks like 
Andrew WI< and Ron Jeremy put 
together! While the crowd didn’t 
seem too impressed, my self and a 
handful of friends were losing our 
minds, getting wasted and doing a 


crown all night with pride. COCONUT 
COOLOUTS were my favourites of the 
whole festival. I definitely partied 
the hardest to them. They didn’t play 
'Headful of Stones’, one of my favou¬ 
rite songs ever, but apparently they 
don’t do that anymore. It seemed that 
they played for about ten minutes but 
apparently it was more like 15 songs. 
I missed WHITE MYSTERY which 
sucked but sometimes you gotta have 
a time out and smoke a bowl and 
make new friends from Portland. And 
then MEAN JEANS came on... JEEZUS 
CHRIST! These guys played soooo fast 
it was insanity. I thought I actually 
felt some brain leak out of my ears 
during 'No Brainer’. MD 


lot of headbanging. After their set 
I ended up hanging out with the 
dudes in the band, who hail from 
Brooklyn, who don’t know anyone 
in Calgary, and who like to drink. 
What followed was a blurry night 
of running around, Jack Daniels, a 
one-legged man doing cannon balls 
into a pool at 4 am, and waking up 
in Cheeseburger’s hotel room still 
wasted the next day. Best party. 

Saturday Total write-off. So wasted 
and I had to work ALL DAY, so I went 
home to have a nap before going to 
see GZA, which turned into sleep¬ 
ing all the way through to Sunday. 
Fuck. 

Sunday Wrap-up pig roast at Re- 
publilc. TYVEK played, it sounded 
great and people seemed really into 
them, which I think is good for a 
still fairly unknown punk band. The 
pig was provided by Arlen, a Calgary 
bar staple and infamous pig cook¬ 
ing man, and was fucking awesome. 
I ate about four pulled pork sand¬ 
wiches, nursed my hangover that 
had been lingering for two days, 
and went to work before GZA played. 
Festival over! 

If I hadn’t burnt myself out so bad by 
Friday, I’m sure I would’ve seen even 
more great bands and been to even 
more great parties. Sled Island is 
honestly a lot of fucking fun, not just 
because of the bands but because it’s 
an excuse for a lot of people to take 
a few days off and party. You end up 
hanging out with a lot of friends, 
drinking a lot of drinks, and general¬ 
ly actually enjoy being in Calgary, if 
only for one weekend a year. If you’re 
even remotely interested in attend¬ 
ing next year’s festival, do it! It’s a 
fucking SHIT SHOW! sp 6g) 
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SHim/mrsum/ 


HERE’S SOME STUFF AND WHAT YOUR OPINION OF IT SHOULD BE. 

By the Standard issue Street Gang (Steve Adamyk SA , Curtis Delaney CD , Morgan Donor MD , Sarah Ford sp , Ben Jensen BJ , Carruthers 
Squire McLaughlin csM , Kyle Pellet Rp , Craig Proulx cp , Pierre Richardson pR , Emmanuel Sayer ps , Dave Secretary DS ). 





HELL 

SHOVEL 

JUJKMT mm IflM CAUOM MIT 




MANIPULATION 






From left to right: Best Coast - Crazy For You; Critical Convictions - Crisis Of Modernity; Dirty Beaches - True Blue; Hell Shovel - Already Gone; High Life - Self Abuse; Manipula¬ 
tion - s/t; Mother's Children - That's Who!; The Orpheans - Ellison's Tomb; Outdoorsmen - You're A Tattletale, Baby; RD Mauzy - Oppols Ond Bononos; Red Mass - To All The Good 
People; Sex Church - 209/Paralyze 7"; Strange Attractor - Just Looking; Teenanger split with Charlie And The Moonhearts; The Ten Oh Sevens - Search Party; Total Abuse - Mutt. 
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BEST COAST - CRAZY FOR YOU 

(Mexican Summer) 

HA! 

Review of the art: Let’s get one thing 
straight here: this is the absolute 
shittiest thing iVe ever seen in my 
life. I’m solely reviewing the artwork 
of this LP - mostly because I secretly 
like parts of this fucking turd of a 
record and am too ashamed to give 
it a proper review, but largely due to 
the fact that the last thing this hype- 
cloud needs is another word count in 
any form of media. In the scenario Ben 
Jensen forgets to place a picture of this 
goddamn thing beside this paragraph, 
I’ll give you the run-down of what it 
looks like: crawl inside the mind of a 
19-year old wanna-be, female hipster, 
then, imagine you could use clip-art 
from her mind and predict what she 
would use for the cover. That’s right - a 
palm tree and some idiot cat. For real? 
Yes. The only thing that saves it is that 
it’s SO terrible, which is always kind of 
a good thing, I suppose. And yeah, I had 
to specify that it would be a female’s 
mind, rather than a male’s, because 
most men who like this record will 
never have the balls to admit it. One 
thing’s for sure, at any given moment, 
there are at least 25 guys across the 
USA, stuck in some bedroom trying to 
get laid, with some girl forcing them to 
listen to this record, talking about how 
awesome it is, before she’ll put out. Run 
for cover! SHITTY SA 

BLUE CROSS - s/t cassette 

(Capitalicide, Ottawa) 

I want to like this tape so much but 
it’s a fucking pisser. The songs all have 
cool psychedelic goth rock riffs with a 
girl singing like a vampire, but there 
are only three songs and they take 
up ten minutes on a cassette that has 
more than twice that amount of space. 
It’s a pain in the ass having to rewind 
the tape to hear the first song, so I don’t 
listen to it over and over. Just once and 
then I go to another tape that has more 
songs on it,because this tape only takes 
up like a third of my walk to work every 
morning. The sound quality is lo-fi and 
the songs sound like they were made 
up in an afternoon, so I don’t know 
why this tape couldn’t have come out 
two months in the future from now 
with like ten more songs. I mean I 
guess it’s NOT SHITTY but it is SHITTY 
how short it is. 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

This isn’t a complaint, but the cover is 
purple and there is a picture of a cross. 


Why isn’t the cover blue so that the 
cross can be blue like the band’s name? 
Whatever. It doesn’t really matter. NOT 

SHITTY csm 

BOBBY AND THE SOFT SPOTS/BABY 
DINOSAURS VS EXTINCTION split 7” 

(Die Slaughterhaus, Atlanta) 

Each of these two long-named bands’ 
sides has an original followed by a cover. 
The originals are both winners; BOBBY 
AND THE SOFT SPOTS suckerpunch you 
with one of their over-before-you-know 
it dirty lo-fi garage pop insta-hits, and 
BABY DINOSAURS VS. EXTINCTION lull 
you in with the kinda Girl Group Sounds- 
inspired track every all-girl garage band 
seems to be going for these days (but 
aren’t always this good at; 'Coke Dick’ is 
a winner, even if it’s slightly devastating 
listening to an attractive girl sing about 
how your dick’s limp — even it IS just 
from doing coke). 

Both bands lose me on the covers 
though. Basically, two of my favorite 
songs ever get needlessly re-recorded. 
Bobby’s crew goes with Link Wray’s 
'Rumble,’ and it’s done well, but it’s 
not so different from the original that 
you feel it was worth doing. BDvsE 
covers Tracey Dey’s 'I Won’t Tell’ at a 
speed it never asked for. This is kinda 
like listening to a 33RPM recording of 
the original band practicing the song 
for the first time ever, and playing it 
at 45RPMs. I woulda been happier with 
just the originals. KINDA SHITTY m 

BOBBY AND THE SOFT SPOTS - CAN’T 
GET HER OFF b/w I DON'T NEED YOU 

(Die Slaughterhaus/Rob’s House, Atlanta) 
Die Slaughterhaus just sent us this 
one, but I guess it’s been out for a 
while now. Still, it’s too good to NOT 
review. This is one of Bobby Ubangi’s 
bands, and his laconic vocals follow a 
prominent bouncing bassline through 
two sides of quick-and-to-the-point 
lo-fi garage filled with distortion, 
tambourines, gang vocals, guitar solos 
and 'ooh-wa-ooh’s aplenty. It’s a sloppy 
and aggressive assault on a bubblegum 
sound from decades past that’s been 
mixed with punk about a bajillion 
times before, but this is a really good 
one, for sure. There’s chatter I can’t 
make out at the beginning and ends of 
the two songs, which just furthers the 
case that this one’s a down-and-dirty, 
live-off-the-floor affair. 

This is the kinda tidy little package 
a 45 SHOULD be: a couple really good 
songs that compliment each other, and 
respect the fact that there’s absolutely 


no room for filler on something so 
short. (But are the songs really all that 
short if they stay in your head for days 
after like these ones do?) NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: The 

jacket’s a Xerox-ed looking thing with 
a photo of Bobby on each side. It might 
not exactly 'wow’ anyone, but when 
you consider the context — proceeds 
from this 45 went to try to help Bobby 
in his fight against cancer — it’s exactly 
right. NOT SHITTY BJ 

CRITICAL CONVICTIONS - THE CRISIS 
OF MODERNITY EP 

(self-released, Ottawa) 

Fast and pissed '80s-style hardcore 
with a bit of thrash in its genes. Plenty 
of cool riffs, breakdowns, solos, outros 
and stuff to keep you interested... 
without anything feeling forced or 
tech-y at all. Plenty of tracks too: these 
Ottawa punks give you a song for every 
inch of wax on this bad boy. 

At the same time, I could stand a bit 
more variety in the vocal delivery on 
future releases. Maxx has an awesome 
voice, but by the end of the EP, her 
delivery almost starts to get a little 
boring. It’s in a real straight line. She 
sounds kinda like an angry reader, 
rushing to keep up with the music. But 
aside from the samey-ness, her vocals 
are definitely part of what makes 
this band awesome; no one’s gonna 
be complaining about "girl vocals” 
holding this one back. And I love how 
her lyrics are written kinda like she’s 
just saying stuff to you. I dunno if that 
makes sense, but it’s rad. It’s not song- 
write-y-ish. ('Song-write-y-ish’? Fuck, 
when I read some of the shit I write, it’s 
clear to me I’m an idiot.) NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

There’s a full description and 
explanation of this EP’s cool coolage 
cover by rad Ottawa artist Pascale 
Arpin in the CRITICAL CONVICTIONS 
interview in this issue, so I’m not 
gonna talk about it here, I’ll just let you 
know it’s NOT SHITTY. BJ 

CROCS 

I really wanna barf anytime I see 
someone wearing these things. They’re 
THAT fucking gross. And stop defending 
them by saying 'but they’re SOOOOO 
comfortable’! They could make it feel 
like your feet are getting blowjobs for all 
I care; it’s STILL not okay to wear them. 

In fact, if you had a graphic tattoo 
on your feet of everybody in the 


world’s parents having sex, and it was 
somehow magically possible to make 
out every excruciating detail, it STILL 
wouldn’t be a good move to cover it up 
with Crocs. Lateral at best. SHITTY BJ 

THE DEWALT 14.4V HEAVY-DUTY 
CORDLESS DRILL 

Finally, a drill that works as hard as I 
do. Maximum durability and reliability 
withstands even the toughest jobsite 
conditions. A heavy-duty drill for 
heavy-duty men. SHITTY DS 

DIRTY BEACHES - TRUE BLUE 7” 

(Zoo Music, San Diego, CA) 

Look out! Soul is back! The second 7” 
offering of the summer from Montreal’s 
DIRTY BEACHES sees Alex Zhang 
Huntai riding the rails of '50s pop- 
dom more seriously than ever before. 
Sounding like the bastard child of Alan 
Vega and Roy Orbison, this 7” sheds the 
more experimental elements of his 
past couple Night People releases and 
goes full tilt for the slick and catchy. 
‘True Blue’ is a perfectly crooned out 
heartbreaker, while the evil haunted 
groove of 'Sweet 17’ comes in like some 
kind of weird jukebox hit a Twin Peaks 
character would get hot to. It’s no 
surprise this single was completely 
sold out in like, 10 days. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

Black and white photo booth shot of 
Mama and Papa Beaches on their first 
date coupled with a full-length shot 
of Papa Beaches on the back cover 
sporting some boss threads in 1950s 
Beijing. NOT SHITTY (cuz they’re way 
cooler looking than my parents). cp 

HELL SHOVEL - ALREADY GONE b/w 
SHE CALLED ME BABY 7” 

(Telephone Explosion, Toronto) 

This is Jeff Clarke, co-frontman for 
Montreal’s almighty hillbilly-garage- 
punlcs DEMON’S CLAWS’ solo project, 
in case ya didn’t know (dumbass) and 
it is AWESOME. Two tracks recorded 
at home last winter, and it sounds 
like it. The A-Side’s an original — a 
slightly psyched-up country number 
with a minimalist backbeat from a 
rattling snare shuffling things along 
at a medium speed. The guitar and 
vocals kinda ramble sombrely along 
over top of some subdued guitar chords 
made kinda ominous by what — to 
my untrained and borderline retarded 
ear — sounds like low-end piano keys 
ringing out behind them. 
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The B-side’s a Waylon Jennings cover 
(‘She Called Me Baby’) that makes 
good use of Clarke’s excellent hillbilly- 
style vocals. 

Both tracks are killer (especially the 
original), and if you’re one of those 
punk rockers like me who likes the 
kinda country music that punk rockers 
who like country like (waitaminnut, 
what?), then you’re gonna like this 
single. So go buy it. NOT SHITTY BJ 

HIGH LIFE - SELF ABUSE 7” 

This is fast screamy hardcore about, I 
dunno, drugs, paranoia,‘war is bad’, shit 
like that — that’s pretty okay, but pretty 
generic. The only thing that struck me 
as kinda outta-the-ordinary was that 
sometimes the lead guitar seemed to 
just be doing its own thing above all 
the screaming and shredding. It’s like 
one of their amps just happened to 
pick up some soft-bellied family man 
noodling and doodling some blues 
licks at the Guitar Center next to the 
Business Depot he manages, before 
heading home to the wife and kids. 

The deal-breaker for me is that the 
vocal style’s a little too close to that 
‘retarded baby t-rex’ screamo style. 
I know this band would HATE that 
comparison, but... there it is. If I 
accidentally stumbled upon a band like 
this playing live, I’d probably be kinda 
into it. But there’s too much genuinely 
awesome shit out there for me to sit at 
home and listen to this. SHITTY BJ 

HOLY COBRAS - s/t 7” 

(Telephone Explosion, Toronto) 

You know how certain music sounds 
like springtime, summertime, 
Christmas-y, spooky or whatever, right? 
Well, HOLY COBRAS’ self-titled album 
sounds like the smell of sweat. It’s dirty, 
sticky, itchy and gross. It’s like smelling 
your armpits after not showering for 
five days, and then smelling them over 
and over again just to remember how 
bad the stink is. I enjoy doing that, and 
I thoroughly enjoy this record. 

From what I gather, HOLY COBRAS are 
some punk weirdos who make music in 
Ottawa. The first song, ‘Feed Yr Head,’ 
reminds me of QUESTION MARK & 
THE MYSTERIANS, UHF television and 
heatstroke, the second song, ‘May You 
Be Free to Roam,’ sounds like being 
eaten by a T-Rex while being totally 
stoned. 

Did I mention this record is catchy? It 
is catchy. It makes me want to dance, 
and reminds me I can’t dance, partly 
because as a kid, I was too ugly/mean/ 
socially awkward/uncoordinated, so 
that girls never had the slightest desire 
to dance with me. I think this record’ll 
make many others feel the same way. 
Thanks, HOLY COBRAS! NOT SHITTY Kp 


KNIFEMARE - CHOPPER CITY IN THE 
GHETTO cassette 

(self-released, Ottawa) 

Ottawa lo-fi shoegaze ultra-punx 
KNIFEMARE have laid down a gauntlet 
on this one. Everything is short catchy 
and a good time. Put on your shades, 
headphones, grab a GURU, and slide 
down the railing onto your skateboard. 
Cruise around in the dark and see 
how long you can keep going straight. 
You have to do this on a school night 
for maximum effect. Also you have 
to smile and wear cutoffs. EXTRA 
POINTS FOR NO SHIRT. Sometimes 
this tape sounds like the best parts of 
JAPANTHER, meaning nothing but 
summertime good vibes. Hopefully 
they will be playing on the streets near 
you soon. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

Patric tapes over every spool so this 
tape won’t jam your deck.Thanks! NOT 

SHITTY pR 

LE KID & LES MARINELISS - T’ES PAS 
D’ICI b/w CAMILLE 7” 

(Telephone Explosion, Toronto) 
Another fine release by our Ottawa- 
turned-Toronto pals over at TER, albeit a 
little tardis on our part, since this slab of 
wax has been out for some time. While 
Le Kid have yet to make it far across 
the French border of Quebec, there’s no 
doubt that many are now aware of them 
due to this single. It’s honestly the best 
example of formatting for what a solid 
45 should be like, in a classic context. 
“T’es Pas D’ici” is a to-the-point burst 
of garage without lacking any punk 
attitudes, almost reminiscent of early 
Saints records. Catchy, ballsy and full of 
charm, while keeping a slick overtone 
to the mix, leaving behind the plethora 
of fuzz that most bands would crank 
up. Could’ve made an excellent proto¬ 
punk single, had it been released 
way back when. The B-side, however 
“Camille”, is slower psyche jam that 
leaves you waiting for the hook, which 
never really arrives. I was hoping it was 
going to sound like some old Montreal- 
esque psych like The Haunted, or 
something, but not this time around. 
No matter; the A-side makes up for it 
wholesomely. NOT SHITTY. Review of 
the artwork: Perfect graphic design 
for a 7” record. Honestly, this guy 
should teach hipster graphic art 101 
at whatever shitty college most kids 
go to these days, because this single is 
a PERFECT specimen of a mainstay 7”. 
Simple, yet laid-out properly. Making 
it look like A FUCKING RECORD, rather 
than so many other Ikea add style 
designs that show up a back covers 
these days. Take note! NOT SHITTY SA 

LIFE PARTNERS - AIDS OF SPADES 
b/w TEENAGER IN TROUBLE 

(Ride The Snake) 

Dudes are going for the JESUS LIZARD 
craziness meets BUTTHOLE SURFERS 
wackiness with trumpet and organ. 


Weirdobabblespeak vocals. ‘Let’s start 
a band to be repetitive and annoying’ 
kind of thing. I guess if you’re from 
around Boston, most bands around 
there are doing the ‘let’s start a band to 
be heavy as shit and get people to fight 
each other’ so this seems like a logical 
reaction to that but doesn’t mean I or 
anyone else will ever listen to this ever 
again. SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: I like 
that it’s self-released on the cheap with 
handstamped labels and photocopied 
insert. Covers printed on pink cardstock 
and each side has its own cover. I 
like the ‘Teenager In Trouble’ cover 
better with its crosses formed by two 
pregnancy tests and two hypodermic 
needles. Both covers are marred by the 
label’s “logo” haphazardly placed on 
each side. KINDA SHITTY ES 

MANIPULATION - s/t 7” 

(Fashionable Idiots, Minneapolis) 

Tons of awesome noisy shit on this 
one like feedback, distorted-sounding 
vocals and pick slides. But I can tell 
you this Chicago five-piece isn’t 
using that stuff to try to hide sloppy 
playing; they’re just adding some 
extra excitement to some well-written, 
dynamic, tight-as-hell punk rock. 

This is intense, fast, insanely angry, 
crashing, dark and tense music. The 
singer sounds like he has fangs (and 
not in some wussy, goth, make-believe 
way). It reminds me of a pumped- 
up, more bottom-heavy DISCHARGE 
with some female backing vocals 
thrown in. These guys must be punk 
scene veterans (yeah, I’m seeing some 
receding hairlines in the insert photo), 
cuz they sure as fuck know what 
they’re doing. 

Awesome interplay between the two 
guitars and the bass on this one. There 
are so many awesome guitar/guitar/ 
bass parts that work together to make 
a greater-than-the-sum-of-their-parts 
effect. There’s some rad breakneck 
punk rock solos and bridges, too. And 
the drumming’s incredible. I wish I 
was a better writer, or knew more about 
writing music, cuz I’m having a hard 
time describing this. This band’s like a 
big black battle tank going 100 miles an 
hour and crazy weapons keep popping 
out the sides, Swiss Army Knife style. 

Track this five-song EP down if you 
can, but the cover’s hand-screened, so 
it’s probably pretty limited. I rate this 
one totally, completely, and utterly 

NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

Hand-screened black cardstock with a 
bombed-out city on the front. A broken- 
up brick road on the back. A pretty 
standard don’t-mess-with-success deal 
for this type of punk. Comes with an 
insert with lyrics and some live shots. 


Looks good, but not mind-blowing. 

KINDA SHITTY BJ 

THEE MANIPULATORS - EASE UP ON 
THE BREAKDOWNS LP 

(Neptoon, Vancouver) 

I suppose if you wanted to make a 
critique of THEE MANIPULATORS - 
Ease Up On The Breakdowns you could say 
it’s too slick for garage-punk; they’re 
a little too tight, a little too good. But 
that’s not even accurate because this 
recording just manages to capture all 
their frenetic live energy into a tight 
black vinyl package. Monkey squeals 
included. These guys are professionals 
who know how to put all the pieces 
together. The songwriting is catchy 
and the lyrics are funny and sharp. 
Wild and wicked vocals. Sweet back¬ 
ups on songs like ‘(It’s Gonna Be) 
Alright’. Awesome keyboard accents 
in every song that transport you back 
to 1967 and the perfect driving rhythm 
to do the same. ‘(Shake Your) Death 
Rattle’ and ‘Keep the Boots on, Baby!’ 
are total singalong party songs but the 
title track is also a favourite for me. 
Alex’s (NEW TOWN ANIMALS) guitar 
is phenomenal. Live, he’s known for 
his physical antics, but all the theatrics 
and face-pulling aside, this guy plays 
some sweet and freaky guitar. I have 
no complaints about Ease Up On The 
Breakdowns. It’s just the kind of garage 
perfection I would expect from this 
team. But THEE MANIPULATORS 
already know they’re damn good. Like 
they say “you don’t have to like us...but 
you GOTTA love us”. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: So 

Not Shitty. Super-retro-garage type 
theme with cool font in just black, 
red, white and grey. The cover features 
awesome little caricatures of THEE 
MANIPULATORS playing done by Rob 
Filbrandt and the same thing appears 
on the record label. Each one is a total 
likeness and quite funny if you’ve seen 
them play. The back has a moody black 
and white shot of them playing lit from 
below and the »> IN STEREO«< logo 
at the top. Sweet. NOT SHITTY MD 

METZ - NEGATIVE SPACE 7” 

(We Are Busy Bodies, Toronto) 

I hate a lot of music. I find that a 
lot of punk bands are cranking out 
songs at an unimaginable pace, and 
that most of the music produced is 
poorly thought out, played without 
any real commitment, and recorded 
on 414s under the guise of being ‘raw’ 
and ‘noisy’ and ‘soulful’. I don’t know 
what ‘raw’ means, I think ‘noisy’ is a 
misnomer 99% of the time, and I don’t 
believe in the soul because I’m not 
some asshole redneck Christian. As 
a result, a lot of punk/garage/power- 
pop and other ‘aggressive’ genres end 
up coming out with unimaginative 
copycat songs that somehow manage to 
be apologetic and forgiving at the same 
time. But then — thank fucking god — 
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we have bands like METZ. Negative Space 
is a great example of what happens 
when good ideas fall into the hands of 
competent musicians willing to take 
the time and effort to create unique 
and unforgiving music. This 7” is the 
third (and final?) of a series put out 
by Toronto’s BUSY BODIES label. The 
song 'Negative Space’ is the best thing 
they’ve done since 'Soft Whiteout’. It’s 
dissonant, explosive, weird, drenched 
in reverb, and should be considered a 
high watermark for anyone into the 
noisier punk bands heralded by early 
TOUCH & GO and AMREP releases. 
'Automat’ is a droning, repetitive 
couple of minutes that easily holds 
interest and is thoroughly enjoyable. 
The 7” doesn’t have a weak spot on it. 
We need more bands like this, badly. 
Totally NOT SHITTY. DS 

MODE MODERNE/DIZZY EYES - LUST 
NUEVO 02 cassette 

(self-released, Vancouver) 

This little baby was recorded at Little 
Red Sounds Studio and is going to be 
next to impossible to get your hands 
on since it was a limited edition run of 
30 tapes. Fortunately for you I’m pretty 
sure you’ll be able to find these songs 
elsewhere in the near future. 

SIDE A is MODE MODERNE’s 
'Undiscovered Country’ and 'Real Goths’ 
. Both are stellar musical compositions 
with clever lyrics. MODE MODERNE 
are so emotionally evocative it’s painful 
sometimes. I usually tear up when I 
hear them. If you don’t know of MODE 
MODERNE then you haven’t heard the 
incessant comparisons to JOYDIVISION, 
the CURE, MORRISSEY etc. Yes, Phil is 
an incredible singer who can certainly 
remind one of Ian Curtis. And yes 
their songs are beautiful and haunting 
compositions of tongue-in-cheek self- 
deprecating poetry and heartbreak. 
But there is something more to MODE 
MODERNE a unique quality that has 
developed from so many talented 
musicians dedicating themselves to 
the same vision. I particular sound that 
sets them apart. The only downside 
for me was the intro synth notes to 
'Undiscovered Country’, they just sort of 
sounded weak, luckily everyone comes 
in nice and strong and Phil’s voices 
smoothes away the memory. 

SIDE B is DIZZY EYES’ 'Sugar Cain’ 
and 'Let’s Break up the Band’. Felix 
and Phil from MODE MODERNE make 
guest appearances on guitar and synth 
respectively on 'Sugar Cain’. 'Let’s Break 
up the Band’ is a super catchy number 
that Alejandro has been playing 
since his LOS MALOS days and it has 
undergone some minor renovations. It 
was a great song then and it’s probably 
better now. The DIZZY EYES side of 
the tape really only gives you a small 
taste of what this band is like. Marisa’s 
vocals stay in the background which is 
a bit of a bummer as she contributes a 


lot to their identifiable sound. It looked 
as though this group was going to be 
coming to an abrupt end as Alejandro 
is being strongly encouraged by the 
Canadian government to return to his 
native Mexico but recent rumour has it 
that Hardly Art will be putting out a 7” 
so maybe this dream band will live on! 

The quality of the recordings are 
awesome. The tapes aren’t the proper 
length so there’s a lot of dead-time at 
the end. But all in all NOT SHITTY. 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

This thing is gorgeous. A matte black 
unlabelled tape in a matte black box 
with tiny subtle markings (MM/DE at 
top left, Lust 02 at bottom right and the 
edition number at bottom left on the 
back). Inside, a satin ribbon is attached 
to the bottom of the box and draped over 
the taped so you can effortlessly lift your 
tape out and be stylish at the same time. 
Underneath the tape is the liner notes. 
A beautiful black and white photo of 
the absolute perfect bum wearing what 
seems to be a maid’s costume, fishnets 
and nothing else. On the flipside you get 
the song titles and shit. SO FUCKING 
FAR FROM SHITTY 

MD 

MONGREL ZINE #8 

This is the first time I’ve actually seen 
a real, live, blood 'n’ guts copy of what’s 
GOTTA be Canada’s best known garage/ 
punk zine: Vancouver’s MONGREL! 
And after reading a bunch of it (I’m not 
done yet; the thing’s almost 100 pages!), 
I gotta say, it’s DESPICABLE it took me 
so long to do whatever I could to get my 
hands on one. This thing’s awesome! 
It’s PACKED full of interviews and 
reviews... they’ve got MARK SULTAN, 
WHITE WIRES, JACUZZI BOYS, punk 
artist Johnny Sampson, and a bunch 
more in this issue alone. I’m also 
gonna point out that the layout is 
great and the writing is actually good/ 
spelled right! AAAAAANNND it comes 
with a compilation CD with some real 
bangers on there! (Fuck the internet: 
a home-made mix is STILL probably 
the number one way to find new bands 
besides going to shows.) Don’t wait 
until you’re sick of OUR bullshit! Go 
pick up a MONGREL zine now! NOW, 
dummy! NOW! NOT SHITTY BJ 

MORNING SICKNESS 

I woke up and I didn’t feel well. It 
wasn’t cuz I was out late partying 
hard; the culprit was most likely the 
bag of Lay’s Ketchup-flavored chips 
I’d eaten the night before. I got on my 
bike and about a block away from work, 
I made peace with the fact that I was 
going to barf. I figured if I barfed in the 
parking lot it wouldn’t be that big of a 
deal since it’s adjacent to the homeless 
shelter and unspeakable acts happen 
around there all the time. But I ended 
up making it inside and I burst into 
the bathroom, kicked open the stall 
and my head began its descent towards 


the bowl. I experienced sensory 
overload when my nose and eyes were 
simultaneously/violently made aware 
that the last person to use the toilet 
had left a disgusting shit in there. To 
make (fecal?) matters worse, the day 
before had been a holiday, so the shit 
had at least 36 hours to ferment in 
there. It was so disgusting (SHITTY) 
that I actually didn’t even have to 
barf anymore (CONFUSINGLY NOT 
SHITTY). Eg 

MOTHER’S CHILDREN - THAT’S 
WHO! 

(Deranged, Vancouver) 

Being in Ottawa, it’s hard to have a 
completely detached opinion about a 
band. Regardless of that, it’s no secret in 
(or outside of) Ottawa how ridiculously 
great this here LP is. You’re gonna love 
it - unless you’ve got shit for brains. Do 
you have shit for brains? You should 
probably buy this anyway, in that case. 
It can only aid you in your quest. 

A strange fit on DERANGED, That's 
Who! would be sure to make a mark 
on any label’s discography. This LP 
would stand out in a stack of records, 
regardless of genre. Besides, one look at 
the cover art and I’m sure no one will 
pick this up thinking it’s The Age Of 
Quarrel 2, or anything. You know what 
you’re getting into before you have a 
chance to take the LP out of the jacket, 
fart, and drop the needle. 

What you’ll find is a full-length packed 
with Canadian power-pop hooks. 
Note the "Canadian” reference, as it is 
true: Canada has its own trademark 
power-pop sound. Love it or hate it, 
it definitely exists, and it’s alive and 
well on this album. Similar to the 
debut 45 on GOING GAGA, they didn’t 
completely rid themselves of the glam 
influence. But, I should clarify what I 
mean by that, cuz that can be heinously 
misleading: What I mean by glam 
is, say, DICTATORS’ "Bloodbrothers”, 
rather than LIZZY BORDEN or some 
shit. "Bloodbrothers” I think pretty 
much nails it. A largely punk record, 
with a mild swagger at times (not 
unlike 'Shakey Sue’ on this record). 

To throw in another Canadian 
reference, MOTHER’S CHILDREN have 
the NOTHERN-PIKES-in-the-1990s 
syndrome, ie: three lead vocalists. Even 
so, it doesn’t lose any consistency. 'No 
Touch,’ sung by bassist Davey (and 
written by Tim, the one member of 
the band who DOESN’T get a lead vocal 
spotlight), might be a personal favourite. 
Although, this record has the charm 
that it does due to Ken and Mike’s 
original spin on an overly covered genre. 
Good work. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: If 

I got high a lot, I’d probably stare at 
this album cover for extended lengths 
of time. The basis is simple, yet it’s 


disgustingly detailed. I’ve never seen 
a two-colour jacket stand out like this. 
The dark-orange-y tone grabs you on 
the exterior, then you get lost in the 
references included as you look closer. 
Almost looks like a building from the 
video game Rampage. Great fucking 
game! The presentation of this release 
is second to none. Worth it for the 
jacket alone. NOT SHITTY SA 

OLD PARTY 

I was hanging at this awesome 
swimming spot at the Detroit 
River. There were two couples of 50- 
somethings hanging out on their boat 
and drinking out of those red plastic 
cups that just scream PARTY! At one 
point, one of the guys exclaimed "Hey! 
I’m on a BOAT!” as if it was some sort 
of revelation he just had. Moments 
later that 'I’m On A Boat’ song started 
playing and they were dancing around 
and singing along. The song stopped 
and it was really quiet. We asked what 
happened to the music. "My wife said 
we should turn it off so we wouldn’t 
bother you.” 

Having old people partying harder 
than us and caring for our well-being 
was embarrassing. How lame are we? 
"Turn it back on!” "Okay! We’ll listen 
to this song again then we’ll pump 
out some jams!” They repeated their 
opening track then followed with 
some Eminem and Kid Rock (we were 
in Detroit after all) and continued 
partying. NOT SHITTY ES 

THE ORPHEANS - ELISON’S TOMB 7” / 
TURN OUT THE LIGHTS EP 

(Neptoon, Vancouver) 

Former members of the GREEN 
HOUR BAND and street performer 
D.B. BUXTON merge to form the 
ORPHEANS, an emotional, heavily 
blues-laden outfit. Buxton’s vocal range 
is undeniably vast. Literally swinging 
from HOWLING WOLF to JANIS 
JOPLIN. The musicianship is elaborate 
while still drawing from blues basics. 
Buxton’s years of street-performing 
are evident in his consistent and 
exceptional guitar work. 'Turn out the 
Lights’ is a jumpy catchy number with 
its "no, no, no, no, no, no” chorus. The 
first track, 'Elison’s Tomb’ is a tight 
opener and the classic blues tracks 
at the end, and James Brown’s 'I’ll go 
Crazy’ deliver. Bringing something 
new and exciting to a blues standard 
is a rarity. Even rarer is producing 
something like 'Keep it Slow’.This track 
could have been on a BIG BROTHER 
AND THE HOLDING COMPANY album. 
It’s not overtly complex but all the 
nuances are there, little guitar ring- 
outs and tweedlies, an exceptional 
vocal melody (complete with growls 
and cracks in all the right places) and 
a bit of psychedelic build-up combine 
with heartbreaking lyrics to suck you 
into this musical vortex. I honestly 
didn’t know a man could sing like this. 
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The CD version of this also comes with 
a video documentary by Katie Weldon. 

NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album's artwork: It's 
just a dark shitty photo of the band. 
The back is another dark shitty photo 
of the band and the liner has a whole 
medley of not-quite-so-shitty photos. 
Whatever, they are good at music, bad 
at art. I heard it could have been a lot 
worse. SHITTY MD 

OUTDOORSMEN - YOU'RE A 
TATTLETALE, BABY b/w HEY, JESSICA 

(Wild America) 

The A side of this doesn't really do much 
for me and is ultimately forgettable. 
Pretty straightforward snotty punk stuff. 
The B side though is awesome! Still super 
simple but this song has a great chorus 
and way more dynamics and energy to 
it. 4-track recording that fits the music 
completely and isn't one of those shitty 
“we're lo-fi, can you put more reverb on 
the vocals?” jobs. Just a simple, cheap 
and fitting recording. I'd like to hear 
more from these guys to see if they can 
tip the scales for me since they're 50% on 
this one. KINDA SHITTY 

A review of the album's artwork: 

Hand-drawn artwork not unsimilar 
to the style of our own illustrious Ben 
Jensen [But not as good — Ed.]. Three 
outdoorsmen. One holding a woman's 
severed head. One holding an axe 
above his head. One with his cock out 
slapping and splashing semen all over 
a bent-over cop (who has his head on 
a chopping block)'s ass. Not really my 
thing but I know Ben will be super 
stoked on it so NOT SHITTY. ES 

PRF- 2 7” 

(Fan Death, Baltimore, MD) 

Moody,brooding,keyboard-heavytunes 
that surprisingly (and thankfully) 
sound a lot better than your buddy 
telling you “John Sharkey from 
CLOCICLEANER and NINE SHOCKS 
TERROR moved to Australia and started 
a new dark-wave project called PUERTO 
RICO FLOWERS”. Mostly continuing on 
the same track as his first EP, 4, this 
two song 7” does do one thing you'd 
expect from Sharkey: pack one hell of a 
punch. It may be a much more subdued 
punch than what we've seen from past 
projects,but it still leaves a little bruise. 
‘Voice of Love' is the poppy gem on 
this one, but the cover of Neil Young's 
‘When Your Lonely Heart Breaks' on 
the B-side is twice as heavy and three 
times as dark and gloomy if that's your 
thing. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album's artwork: 

The logo from a Longbeach cigarette 
pack with some goofy text on a white 
background. Meh. Give me a vampire 
wearing a leather jacket or something. 

SHITTY cp 


RD MAUZY - OPPOLS OND BONONOS 7'' 

(Big Spoon, Massachusetts) 

I don't even know where to start. 
Maybe with the term ‘ear-terror'. 
Maybe ‘audio-aids'... It doesn't matter, 
I can't get into this, so there's no use. 
A bunch of over-jangley, out of tune 
trash. I know, I know, that's probably 
what RD was going for but I just can't 
justify spending money on releasing 
such a useless 7”, especially one that 
came with this much packaging. 

Inside, I found the 7” (duh), two inserts 
full of shitty drawings (even by my 
standards), a compact disc (great, now 
I can upload garbage onto my laptop), 
and a business card (how professional). 
That's it, this review is over! SHITTY CD 

RED MASS - TO ALL THE GOOD PEOPLE 

(Dusty Medical Records, Milwaukee) 
The A side to this slab is a rip-roaring 
desert highway getaway soundtrack 
proclaiming “YOU'RE NEVER GONNA 
CATCH ME ALIVE!” over and over again. 
I can imagine this setting off several 
rampages of juvenile delinquents to 
rob candy stores on tiny crime sprees 
that they will try and relive in their 
adult lives, which will end in murder 
suicides. Hopefully cops get downed. 
On the flip we get a more subdued 
Choyce in a mellow blissed-out pop 
blast. People kept telling me that the 
Mass' output was hit and miss, but so 
far its been all hits. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album's artwork: 

Happy ice-cream cone of cloudy mist 
with kids ice-skating with bunnies and 
bears in a forest of mushrooms. Could 
not be more beautiful. NOT SHITTY pR 

THE REMEDIALS - STRIKE THREE CD 

I'm guessing these guys are grown 
men who actually honestly believe 
BLINK-182 used to be punk and maybe 
even “edgy”. They weren't. Neither is 
this. (Nope, not even your song about 
wanting Avril Lavigne to give you a 
blowjob.) Please believe me when I say 
I don't like writing shit like “this CD 
made me so bored I got angry,” when 
people have taken the time to send 
us their shit, but this CD made me so 
bored I got angry. SHITTY 

A review of the album's artwork: 

There's no artwork, they sent a promo 
copy. So I can't even sell this to a store. 
But my conscience probably wouldn't 
let me do that anyway. Some kid 
might buy it and be slowed down from 
discovering the joys of real punk rock... 
or worse, end up like these guys and 
NEVER discover it. SHITTY BJ 

ROAD RAGE - TRUST NO ONE 7'' 

(Welfare) 

A review of the album's artwork: I 

will start off with the artwork review 
since that is what I first saw and what 
had a huge impact on my “listening 
experience.” ‘Road Rage' written in a 


scratchy font. A crazy-looking green rat 
clutching a diamond in tattoo style and 
‘Trust No One' written in that gangsta 
cursive that you get your baby's name 
tattooed to your neck in. Back cover 
is a live shot with one of those girly- 
looking hardcore boys with long hair 
with a little blond streak in it. SHITTY 

A review of the album's music: Oh. 

That isn't a girly boy, it's actually a girl. 
My bad. On the positive tip: The songs 
are really fast hardcore stuff. Eight 
songs in just as many minutes with a 
Black Flag cover at the end. Sure BF is 
the typical cover choice, but it was a 
welcome reprieve from the eye-gouging 
I got from the artwork. If this band was 
from my town, I'd go see them. 

On the negative tip: Who the fuck 
approved this mix?!?! How did everyone 
who listened to it fail to realize that 
the snare is louder than pretty much 
everything else?!? Not only that but 
the snare sounds like shit! Ruins the 
record completely. Lyrics are of the 
“stabbed in the back,” “fuck you,” “fuck 
my life” (actual lyric), “work sucks,” 
“my town sucks” variety. Word count: 
Sick = 4. Fake = 7. Fuck = 12 on the lyric 
sheet and probably a few more in there. 
SHITTY E§ 

SECRET POLICE - demo cassette 

(self-released, New Brunswick, NJ) 
Here to take the sting off the 
untimely end of the awesome New 
Jersey hardcore/thrash band KILLIN' 
IT, SECRET POLICE is a new group 
featuring three of those dudes playing 
some raspy-voiced rippin hardcore 
that tears new assholes for things like 
pretentious photographer kids, anti¬ 
punk parents, and amoral corporate 
“food” producers on this five-track 
demo tape. 

The guitars are crunchy, the bass is full 
(but a little lost-in-the-mix, maybe) the 
drums sound like a wound-way-too- 
tight toy was let loose on a snare, the 
lyrics are the perfect mix of pissed and 
funny, and everything tears through 
five songs in eight minutes. If you're 
into all that kinda — I'll call it ‘New 
Wave Of ‘80s Hardcore' (NWOEHC) — 
stuff, you'll probably like this. The best 
song is hands-down ‘Golden Child', but 
overall, this is an awesome demo. Can't 
wait to hear more from these dudes. 
NOT SHITTY BJ 

SEX CHURCH- 6 SONGS BY SEX 
CHURCH 12'' 

(Convulsive Records, Brooklyn, NY) 

SEX CHURCH - 209 b/w PARALYZE 7'' 
(HoZac Records, Chicago, IL) 

SEX CHURCH'S full-length follow-up to 
last year's stellar Sweet Rot debut takes 
every influence they sort of hinted at on 
the last record and runs with it with it 
in a blaze of glory. Equal parts VELVET 
UNDERGROUND jangle and CHEATER 
SLICKS snottiness, 6 Songs is perfectly 


balanced between goth'd out minimal 
psych freakouts like ‘The Floor' and 
‘Mistaken' and anthemically-evil, 
driving jams like the album's openers 
‘Old Enough' and ‘I Don't Wanna Die'. 
This is a tough contender for 12” release 
of the year. 

Coming out only four months after the 
12”, the 209/Paralyze 7” continues along 
the same path as far as influences 
go, but these songs have a slight 
SPACEMEN 3 tinge to them this time 
around. This, their contribution to 
the HoZac Hook-up Club, is more 
about droning, haunting choruses and 
fuzzed-out space-twang than garagey 
punk bangers, but these slow-jams are 
just as eerily catchy as the first two 
releases. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album's artwork: 

Neither the 12” nor the 7” artwork will 
blow your mind, but I can dig it. Gotta 
give props to CONVULSIVE RECORDS 
for maintaining a similar aesthetic 
from release to release. NOT SHITTY cp 

SHART 

I woke up feeling pretty good with 
a full night's sleep behind me and I 
was up and ready to face the day. My 
girlfriend and I were getting ready 
to go to work. I got the urge to hear 
that song ‘Whoa' by BLACK ROB so I 
grabbed my computer and looked it up 
on Youtube and turned the speakers all 
the way up. I was sitting in a chair and 
was eating a banana and doing a little 
upper body dance when I lifted a leg to 
let out a little fart. I was greeted with a 
warm, wet surprise and had to rush to 
the bathroom to clean the fuck up and 
get to work. I didn't even say “Whoa” 
when it happened which would have 
at least been funny. SHITTY ES 

STICKS N STONES - RED LIGHT B/W 
TIME CHANGE 

(Dusty Medical Records, Milwaukee) 
You know how lightbulbs get super 
bright and intense right before they 
burn out. That's what this 45 is like... 
but without the burning out. 

Sticks N Stones are a powerpop outfit 
from Milwaukee that turn the catchy 
up to 11. They're a 3 piece with guy/gilr 
vocals and a whole lot of wailing. 

If these songs don't make you want to 
jump off the walls then you must not 
like jumping., or walls. 

It only took one listen for it to be 
permanently embedded into my brain 
forever, and my brain isn't that big so 
that means alot. It kinda made me sad 
that there were only 2 songs, so for now 
I guess I'll be (un)patiently awaiting an 
LP to be released. 

C'mon guys.. I need some more. NOT 

SHITTY 

A review of the album's artwork: 

Fairly standard looking mash of 
shapes and colours, with an illustrated 
portrait of the band that makes me 
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think that they deserve a guest spot on 
ScoobyDoo. NOT SHITTY CD 

STRANGE ATTRACTOR - JUST 
LOOKING 7” 

(FDH) 

For starters, the STRANGE ATTRACTOR 
LP that came out in late 2009 on Red 
Lounge is absolutely amazing and 
you should pick it up. This 7” picks up 
right where that LP left off. More of the 
same, which sounds like a bad thing 
but it definitely isn’t since “the same” 
is demented and twisted and fucked up 
punk rock. ‘Just Looking’ starts off with 
a violent/sexy Funhouse riff. Snotty and 
shitty and dirty vocals in the best way 
possible. The song then spirals down, 
a slow descent into madness. “I’m just 
looking for something to do/I’m just 
looking for a strange attraction.” ‘Nite 
Stick Stomp’ is a short instrumental 
in the vein of all the 50’s stomps but in 
the STRANGE ATTRACTOR manner.The 
flipside starts with the ripping Alex Is 
A Night Banger’ that is a good slab of 
garage punk. A lot of bands get pegged 
with the ‘garage punk’ tag these days 
but SA actually have a 60’s garage 
influence blended into their songs. The 
record is ended by a cover of ‘So Pissed 
Off’ by THE NIPPLE ERECTORS. Another 
win for STRANGE ATTRACTOR. Can’t 
wait for the next one. NOT SHITTY ES 

TEENANGER/CHARLIE & THE 
MOONHEARTS SPLIT LP 

(Telephone Explosion, Toronto) 

I got TEENANGER’s Banned. From The 
Beaver tape (the record their tracks 
on this split are from) last year, and 
liked it a lot. I just have a real problem 
when bands release the same tracks 
in another format. But it makes 
sense to rerelease it — TEENANGER/ 
TELEPHONE EXPLOSION have been 
getting a lot more attention lately, and 
the tape’s sold out as it is. It just makes 
me feel a tad disappointed to hear the 
same songs again. 

That said, these are some great tracks 
and I’m glad that potentially more 
people will be able to hear them. 
TEENANGER’s been a real treat to 
Toronto and area live shows these 
past couple years, and I’ve never had 
anything short of a good time any time 
I’ve seen them. 

CHARLIE & THE MOONHEARTS have 
some real peppy little licks on their 
side of the record, and it sounds pretty 
fun. I wasn’t totally blown away by this 
band live, but these songs are summery 
and carefree, while maintaining a lo-fi 
quality that ties into the TEENANGER 
side pretty well. A little bit early BLACK 
LIPS and easily compared to a lot of the 
more garage-y rock n roll to come out 
of the west coast around right now... all 
in all pretty solid. NOT SHITTY SF 


TEENANGER - GIVE ME PINK LP 

(Telephone Explosion, Toronto) 

This is Toronto’s TEENANGER’s third 
full-length, and their first on vinyl. It’s 
12 tracks of heavy, dark, almost gothic 
garage punk twang poured rough and 
steady into your earholes like gravel 
shoveled into a funnel. They mix up the 
formula a bit on this one, most obviously 
in the vocals — Chris Swimm’s voice 
sounds a bit higher and drawly (kind of 
a STRANGE BOYS type delivery without 
being so Bob Dylan-y) than before, 
and some female vocals are thrown in 
courtesy of bass player Sharon Needles, 
which is a nice touch, and it leads to 
some cool harmonizing-type shit. 

The sound’s also more bottom-heavy 
than on their other ones (and than 
on most garage stuff), but it sounds 
AWESOME, and the whole mix on this 
record is amazing; all the instruments 
sound clean, deep, and ominous. The 
bass and the drums hold it down with 
an unrelenting mid-tempo stomp like 
they’re nailing the rhythm to the floor, 
while the guitar’s free to twang around 
when it wants to and to tear shit up 
when it wants to. 

There’s a VERY SLIGHT druggy haze to 
the whole thing, mostly in the vocals 
and ESPECIALLY mostly in some of 
the song titles and the album art, but 
overall, this is beer-drinking music. 
For fans of ‘50s rock and roll, GUN 
CLUB, THE CRAMPS, STRANGE BOYS, 
DEMON’S CLAWS and early BLACK 
LIPS. If you like garage punk, you 
can’t really go wrong with this. NOT 
SHITTY BJ 

THE TEN O SEVENS - SEARCH PARTY 

7” (No Front Teeth) 

They worship The Clash. They dress like 
the Clash. They sound like The Clash. 
Seriously, the kid gobbles his words like 
Joe Strummer.They are young kids and 
they’re from London. They’re nailing 
what they’re going for. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

Their logo is the second most overused 
“punk” font right after the whole 
stencil thing. I would have liked it 
better if they would have just ripped 
off the Clash logo. There are tons of 
pictures of the guys on this thing. They 
are REALLY trying to look like the The 
Clash. I’m talking paint splatters and 
arm bands. Extra insert with another 
picture of the band with their names 
and a thank you/credit list and contacts 
on the other side. A lot of expense for 
not much return. Pretty boring. I gave 
them more than enough leeway with 
the music so I’m not going to do the 
same with this shit. SHITTY ES 

THIS YEAR’S TIGER - LIVING IN THE 
MIRROR b/w MURPHY’S LUCK 

(i.am.we.commUNITY) 

Who the fuck is Johnny Rioux? This 
is what I asked myself when I put 


this record on the turntable. Both 
labels have the name of the song and 
then “Produced by Johnny Rioux” 
underneath it. Apparently this is 
supposed to be a big deal but it means 
nothing to me. Internet research says 
it’s a dude that played in The Bruisers 
and now plays with Street Dogs. Wow. 
This band sounds like they are REALLY 
into punk from the 2000’s. Getting a 
guy from Street Dogs to fly to Houston 
from Boston to engineer and produce 
two songs that sound like they could 
be from the last two Hot Water Music 
records which will be on your 7” which 
will have 300 copies printed then 
subsequently mocked in a shitty zine 
doesn’t seem worth it to me. SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

Front cover: plain and simple. Back 
cover: SUPER MEGA zoomed thus 
SUPER MEGA pixelated picture of a 
guitar leaning against an amp. Inside 
from top to bottom: live action pics of 
dudes looking slick with their awesome 
gear (drummer wearing gloves. 
GLOVES!?!), lyrics, thanks, credits, 
contact information and SUPER MEGA 
pixelated live shot. SHITTY ES 

TOTAL ABUSE - MUTT 

(Post Present Medium) 

Five guys from like three different 
cities beating the livin SHIT outta 
their instruments to make some noisy, 
heavy-hitting hardcore that sounds 
like a mix between BLACK FLAG, DAS 
OATH and a non-hilarious version of 
PISSED JEANS. 

Sometimes it’s forearm-burningly fast, 
sometimes it’s slow and threatening 
— but it’s always thick, distorted and 
heavy. The drums sound like they’re 
being hit with five pound sticks (even 
when they’re going 100 miles an 
hour); the bass and guitar’s sounds 
lock together to make a distorted 
booming grind that covers everything 
like a toxic cloud full of shrapnel; and 
there’s pissed-off hardcore vocals that 
are always clear even though they’re 
delivered with a deep rasp that sounds 
like the words are shredding the 
singer’s throat like a cheese grater on 
the way out. 

Listening to this record got me so 
psyched, I threw a book across the 
room without even knowing what I 
was doing (in case you’re wondering, 
‘Discipline’ was the first track that did 
it to me... but it wasn’t the last — ‘14 
Years,’ I’m lookin at you).This has gotta 
be one of the best records of the year. 
NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: I 

was stoked to see it came with a zine, 
but less stoked when the first page 
was some kinda Andrea Dworkin thing 
against violent pornography (are there 
really guys out there who jack off to 
pictures of lynched women?) and then, 


on the last page, part of an interview 
with a ‘Ted’ (I’m guessing Bundy) 
about how his addiction to violent 
porn led him to be sexually violent. 
I don’t get how this fits in with the 
record, but then again, I was never too 
bright. KINDA SHITTY (but only cuz 
I’m confused.) BJ 

TOTAL WRECK - s/t 7” 

(Absent Records, Richmond VA) 

This TOTAL WRECK EP’s got some good 
shit goin for it — it’s fast, it’s angry, it’s 
from Richmond — but overall it’s just 
not doin it for me. I might be wrong, 
but it seems like these guys were more 
focused on releasing an EP than they 
were on releasing a GOOD EP. This 
might sound better to someone who’s 
seen these guys live. SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: The 

front has a kinda Victorian-style pen 
and ink drawing of scissors about to 
cut a finger off a hand that’s got one 
too many anyway, and the back has 
a noose. Not bad. Not great. KINDA 
SHITTY bj 

TOUCH AND GO- THE COMPLETE 
HARDCORE PUNK ZINE ‘79-’83 by 
Tesco Vee & Dave Stimson 

(Bazillion Points Books, Brooklyn, NY) 
This is a no-brainer for anyone familiar 
with the Touch and Go zine, or the 
prolific record label that followed. 
Intros by Tesco Vee and Dave Stimson 
set the scene for the nearly 600 pages 
of interviews, flyers, reviews, etc. 
chronicling the American hardcore 
scene in its prime over the course of 
the zine’s existence. We’re talking 22 
issues of Xerox’d punk goodness here. 
The Top 40 and Bottom 40 at the end 
of each issue make for a guaranteed 
laugh (whether they’ve retained any 
relevance these days or not), and 
the reviews aren’t shy to call bands 
and scenes out on their shit, while 
maintaining the same rapier wit the 
reader grows to love throughout the 
anthology. Even if you only flip through 
it once, having this book sitting on the 
two cinderblocks and 2x4s you call a 
coffee table grants instant punk cred 
the next time SOCIAL CIRCICLE comes 
to crash at your house. Pretty much 
everything Standard Issue will never 
be. NOT SHITTY cp 

TWIN STUMPS - SEEDBED LP 

(Fan Death Records, Baltimore, MD) 
While some No Trend fans might eat 
this up, spit it out, and eat it again, 
TWIN STUMPS’ second release from 
the past year-and-a-bit left me a little 
bored. I can get behind the ultra- 
crunchy, mega heavy, mid-tempo 
everything, but as far as the actual 
songs go, there’s only a couple tracks 
on here (‘Drainage City’ and ‘Business 
Class’) to keep me coming back (and 
even then it takes half the album to get 
there). KINDA SHITTY 
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A review of the album’s artwork: The 

top of a balding, pubed-out scalp. No 
disputing this one. SHITTY cp 

UNWED TEENAGE MOTHERS - 
BLONDE GIRLS LP 

(Play Pinball! Records, Denton TX) 

I’m not entirely sure why Blonde Girls 
was chosen for the title of the record, 
but I can tell you this: I’m way into it 
(the title, that is. And well, shit, this 
one-sided LP too). Despite the band’s 
name, these Mississippi lads churn 
out some quality tunes that are catchy, 
swampy and original at the same 
time. I missed the debut 7” on TIC TAC 
TOTALLY, and now that TTT is pretty 
much gonzo, doesn’t appear I’ll have 
much of a chance. In any case, this is 
one hell of a solid release, so I’m glad I 
scored a chance to nab this little fucker 
up. 'Little Allie’ almost had me fooled 
at first, starting off with a creepier, 
slower BLACK LIPS vibe. Then comes 
their true colours - which doesn’t fall 
far from the NOBUNNY/SPITS/JACUZZI 
BOYS tree (seriously, if you’re into any 
of those three bands, you want want to 
hop on your trike down to the nearest 
internet cafe and dump all your pennies 
into your Paypal account so you can 
purchase this record, because they’re 
great at what they do). Full of catchy 
keys, one HELL of a sharp drummer 
and enough dirt to make it lovable. 'Do 


You Wanna Be My Girl’ could’ve been an 
early STONES song, while 'Wait’ sounds 
like Del Shannon with a band that’s 
walking on hot coals. A well rounded, 
real treat of a 12”. NOT SHIITY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

Nice, simple and effective line art that 
couldn’t sway a soul. Nicely done. NOT 

SHITTY SA 

VICE CITY ROCKERS 

(Die Slaughterhaus, Atlanta) 

The only thing holding this one back 
for me (besides their name; I don’t like 
their name) is how much they sound 
like the BLACK LIPS. Especially on the 
two B-sides.This is rollicking, howling, 
mumble-mouthed, breakneck, 

hoarse, stomping, catchy, freak-out, 
inflammatory, rhythm & blues garage 
punk — all the shit that made the 
BLACK LIPS so goddammed great. And 
if you didn’t know any better, you’d 
probably think it WAS them. 

If this were a BLACK LIPS release, I’d 
be completely, totally, no ifs ands or 
huts, stoked — especially since their 
last LP was kind of a letdown. But 
since it’s not the BLACK LIPS and it’s 
actually another band, I’m left feeling 
kinda uncomfortable. But, I gotta say, 
as I play this three-song 45 more and 
more, the discomfort’s quickly fading. 


I mean, this shit rips. It really REALLY 
rips. Like, it could probably rip a New 
York City phone book in half with its 
bare hands, that’s how hard it rips. 

I’m gonna hurry up and give them 
a 'KINDA SHITTY’ before this 45 
brainwashes me into forgetting their 
transgressions and I end up giving 
them the coveted 'NOT SHITTY’. KINDA 
SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: 

No artwork whatsoever. I even went 
to Die Slaughterhaus’s website to see 
what it looked like, assuming the 
blank sleeve they’d sent it in was just 
a promo copy, but it looks like that’s 
actually all there is. You force my hand, 
Die Slaughterhaus and VCR: no album 
artwork means you automatically get 
rated SHITTY. BJ 

THE WET DREAMS - HERE COME... 7” 

(Die Slaughterhouse, Atlanta) 

This band sounds like the band Elroy 
Jetson would be in once he hit his teens 
and hooked up with a couple of space 
babes. Futuristic sounds as imagined 
by the mind of someone with both feet 
deeply planted in the 60’s. You can push 
to get some new weird space sounds in 
there but in the end, you’re limited by 
your surroundings and your current 
knowledge like all approximations of 


the future are. ''Circuit Breaker” sounds 
like a teenage garage band playing 
on a moving sidewalk and one of the 
members is a robot who just makes a 
bunch of robot sounds while the band 
bashes away. "Teenage Dream” sounds 
like "Louie, Louie” played on the moon. 
Pretty good 7” although I have to hit 
the ejection seat to avoid a collision 
with the last song. Definitely a bogus 
asteroid in my milky way. Other than 
that... NOT SHITTY. Eg 


V/A - OUR BOY ROY LP 

(Telephone Explosion, Toronto) 

Do you like Roy Orbison songs? Do 
you like garage punk? If the answer to 
both (or maybe even just one) of those 
questions is 'yes,’ this is a no-brainer: 
it’s an album full of Roy covers by some 
of the best North American garage 
punk bands around today (JACUZZI 


BOYS, BLOODSHOT BILL, HOLY 
COBRAS, TY SEGALL, TEENANGER, 


DEMONS CLAWS... and more, but I’m 
saving space). Some of the covers are 
fairly faithful, some are fuckin WEIRD 
(in cool ways), some are in-between, 
but there’s not really any clunkers in 
here. I love when we get sent shit like 
this, cuz the review practically writes 


itself. NOT SHITTY fiJ 
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New LP out now on Dirtnap 
www. dirtnaprec s. com 

Coming in 2011: Steve Adamyk Band 
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